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269. Silver Streak Cocktail. 
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272. Six Cylinder Cocktail. 
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90. Summer Delight. .. 
91. Tanglefoot Cocktail........... 
92. Tango Cocktail. ................. 
93. Tantalus Cocktail............... 
94. Texas Е177.......................... 
95. Third Degree Cocktail. 
96. Three Mile Limit Cocktail. 
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300. Tom and Jerry (Cold). 
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(1) Anis del Oso and Grenadine. 
( 


(3) Chambery Fraisette. .............. 
(4) Champagne de Pauvre. ......... 
(5) Cinzano and Curacao. ........... 
(6) Dubonnet Citron. .................. 
(7) Kirsch and Cassis.................. 
(8) Kirsch and Grenadine. .......... 
(9) Picon-Cointreau. ................... 
(10) Picon Grenadine.................. 
(11) Vermouth Cassis. ................ 
(12) Vermouth Curacao. ............. 
(13) Long ЮгїпК.......................... 
310. Vermouth Cocktail. ............ 
311. Vie en Rose Cocktail. ......... 
312. Virgin Cocktail. .................. 
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01. Tom Collins. ....................... 
02. Trilby Cocktail. .................. 

3. Trinity Cocktail. ................. 
04. Tropical Cocktail. ............... 
05. Tunnel Cocktail. ................. 
06. Turf Cocktail. ..................... 
07. Tuxedo Cocktail. ................ 
08. Twelve Mile Limit.............. 


2) Byrrh -Cassis. ....................... 


9. Various Continental Beverages. 
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13. Volstead Cocktail. .............. 
14. Waldorf Cocktail. ............... 
15. Warday's Cocktail. ............. 
16. Warden Cocktail. ................ 
17. Washington Cocktail. ......... 
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19. Wedding Ball Cocktail. ...... 
20. Welcome Stranger Cocktail 
21. Wembley Cocktail.............. 
22. West Indian Cocktail. ......... 
23. Whisky Cocktail. ................ 
24. Whisky Grustas. 
25. Whisky Daisy. .. 
26. Whisky Flip. ..... 
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28. Whisky Sour. ...................... 
29. Whisky Smash.. 
330. White Lady Cocktail. ......... 
331. White Rose Cocktail........... 
332. Whoopee Cocktail. ............. 
333. Woon FIZZ. аларды 
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"I believed that the man of letters, while retaining his own point of view, 


which was primarily that of the poet, should concern himself with every 


7 


department of human activity, including science, sociology and revolution. ’ 


Malcolm Cowley 
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Le Minotaur 


Le Minotaur Press of Vancouver is delighted to publish the eleventh edition 


of Le Minotaur Magazine which serves to explore the beast in all of us. 

In this edition we have contributions from the four friends Yuki, Keiko, Reiko 
and Aki, as well as Aki in Tokyo, William in New York and Rose in Paris. 
Umi makes her first submission. As an added treat we have included the 
famous cocktail mixing book Harry’s ABC of Cocktail Mixing from 1922. 
Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


penny_plenty321 @ yahoo.com.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the author. 


Le Minotaur welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 
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New Artwork 
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Our Splendid Minotaur by Reiko 


[Vancouver] For the past two years I was in Vancouver taking courses and 
studying to improve my English. Lucky for me I was able to share an 
apartment with three of my high school friends — my older sister Keiko, an 
older friend Yuki and my friend Aki. While we were living in Vancouver we 


met many interesting and kind friends. We are all now back in Japan. 


It was Yuki who introduced us to the Minotaur. She had met him at the Main 
Branch of the Vancouver Public Library. He was sitting reading an interesting 
book about Pablo Picasso and Minotaur art. Yuki struck up a conversation 
with him and they discussed Pablo Picasso (Yuki’s favorite artist). That very 
afternoon Yuki invited him to join the four of us for dinner. It was over dinner 
that he told us that he sometimes sits for his artist friends when they want to 
do art. We asked if he would sit for us. Over the next six months all four of 


us did art with him. Yuki even did a very unique university project with him! 


Since I cannot draw or paint or sculpt very well he let me take photographs of 
him as a Minotaur. What struck me as being very special is that he is very 
shy ... when I finally convinced him to take off his loin cloth, he would not 
let me photograph him ... completely. It was only when I set the camera down 


that he became less modest. 


Let me tell you he is our splendid Minotaur! 
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In return for letting me photograph him I asked him to photograph me. Не 
said he would take only one picture. What he suggested was very unique. He 
asked me to blindfold myself and then take off my kimono then he took a 


single picture of me with my cellphone. “This picture is just for you” he said. 


I have decided to share with you the beautiful picture he took of me. 
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Phallus Anthropologia by Yuki 


[Japan] Last year I was taking third and fourth year humanities courses at a 
university back in Vancouver. I am the first person in my family to ever go 
to university. My program required me to take an anthropology course. Ihad 
never studied anthropology before and so I did not have the prerequisites for 
most of the courses, but there was one course that the instructor let me take 
(there were a dozen open seats and so she wanted to fill the class). Itwasa 


class for students with majors other than anthropology. 


There was a large amount of reading for the course and I had to write several 
long research papers. A Canadian friend helped edit my papers (writing in 
English is very difficult for me). There was also an hour long seminar I had 
to present. I chose as a theme Phallus Anthropologia — the Anthropology of 
the Male because I wanted to better understand the psychology and 
physiology of the male. I have an artist friend who reluctantly agreed to be a 


living sculpture for my seminar. It took me much persuasion! 


At the heart of my presentation Phallus Anthropologia is the modesty and 
fidelity that men show the women they love and admire in several cultures 
around the world, both ancient and modern. At the time I knew that my ex- 
boyfriend back home in Japan was being unfaithful to me. My seminar helped 


put my ex-boyfriend’s infidelity into perspective for me. 
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Baubles апа Beads — tribal custom to hide the masculine away. 


The baubles and beads tells the women in the tribe that the man is spoken for. 
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Baubles and Beads - side view 


You can’t really see anything can you? 


29 


Baubles — Ше bare minimum 


As he walks the baubles swings along with him. It is mesmerizing! 
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In the South Pacific — А shells and pearls 


There are usually more shells on the belt (we only had one oyster shell). 
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The Koteka - in parts of Borneo, South America and Africa 


The Koteka is meant to hide away the male pheromones so the wild animals 
he is hunting cannot smell him when he approaches. The women of the tribe 
cannot go hunting with their men because their feminine pheromones would 


be smelled by the wild animals and the women would become the prey ... 
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The Kynodesme т Ancient Egypt, Greece and Коте 


The kynodesme is a small piece of string tied around the prepuce, or fore skin, 
of the male so that his masculinity is hidden away. In ancient times a man 
could appear in public if he wore a kynodesme. Kynodesme were worn by 


slaves, athletes and warriors when in public view. 


What we discovered is that when a man wears a kynodesme for even a few 
minutes it puts his masculinity asleep. This could explain why the sculptures 


from Greek and Roman times have men with small masculinity. 
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One of the amusing ornaments is this one. The other six ornaments are а bit 


too revealing to share as pictures. 


Thanks to my friend, I was the only student to receive a perfect mark for their 
seminar. My Anthropology professor was so impressed with my presentation 
that she wrote a letter of reference for me for Oxford asking they accept me 


for a Master’s. 
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Pictorial: А Special Japanese Festival 
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By the way... the porters of this symbol are all women. 


This year Yuki, Keiko, Reiko and Aki participated in this festival for the first 


time ... 


35 


Vitruvian Man by Keiko 
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Call for Minotaur Art 


Le Minotaur Magazine invites our readers to send in their original Minotaur 


Art, to be featured on the cover or within our Magazine. 


Send your submissions as either jpeg or as pdf and include an artist’s 


statement of perhaps 200 words. 
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Prose 
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Infidelity by Yuki 


[Japan] This is a difficult story for me to tell. My ex-boyfriend and I have 
known each other since we were old enough to walk. My family and his go 
back many years. Our parents were expecting us to marry, and settle down. 
But he did things that made it impossible for me to trust him and so it is 


unlikely we will become a couple and have our own children together. 


I have been away at university in Vancouver for the past two years. While I 
was in Vancouver I shared an apartment with three close friends from high 
school, Keiko, Reiko and Aki. I returned home last January. I cannot tell you 
where in Japan I live. If I did, after reading my story, you would probably 
want to intrude in my life. And you would also want to embarrass my ex- 
boyfriend and he would get angry and take it out on me. I don’t want that. 


He has a very bad temper. We separated on Valentine’s Day. 


I haven’t been home in two years. Beginning last year I heard whispers that 
my ex-boyfriend was being unfaithful to me. He is the assistant manager of a 
grocery store (the only job he has had since graduating from high school — his 
father is the store manager). My ex-boyfriend likes to delivery some of the 
grocery orders and has been getting a bit too intimate with some of the women 
in the city I live. He has also tried to seduce the younger cousin of one of my 


school friends. 
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When I returned home in January my girlfriends gave me a party but decided 
not to invite my ex-boyfriend. At the time we were still going out but I was 


told before flying home from Vancouver not to tell him when I was returning. 


The night ofthe party after we had dinner and their boyfriends starting to drink 
and sing, we girlfriends left the party to go for a walk. We walked three blocks 
over to sit in front of a Love Hotel, hidden in the shadows across the street. 
After sitting for a few minutes I saw ту ex-boyfriend arrive at the Love Hotel 


with the younger cousin of the girlfriend who walked us over from our party. 


Before I could get upset she said ... “just wait she will be coming right out,” 


And she did. When she did she rushed across the street, gave me a big hug 
and said, “don’t worry ... nothing happened. I told him I am not interested 


and to stop trying to seduce me.” 


Then when my ex-boyfriend appeared again in the street one of my other 
girlfriends sitting next to me telephoned him then and there to invite him to 


the party. “Where are you?” she asked him. He lied saying he was at work. 


So we rushed back to the party and waited for him to arrive. When he did he 
swore that he was at work when he got the call. He said how happy he was to 
see me. He wanted to hug and kiss me, but I gave him a cold shoulder. When 
the young cousin joined the party my ex-boyfriend suddenly said he had some 


unfinished business at work and rushed off. 
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For several days afterwards when he telephoned me I told him I had jet lag, 
or didn’t feel all that well, or was busy visiting my grandparents. I was in fact 
telling him the truth, even though he kept up being evasive when I asked what 


he has been doing. 


We just talked on the phone. We did not meet up. 


After several weeks of paying a game of cat and mouse I met up with my 
girlfriends on a Saturday night and we talked for several hours about what we 
should do. It was an awkward discussion we had as they told me all their 


stories. I was very angry! 


Ad we got tipsy with sake we concocted a plan to teach my ex-boyfriend a 
lesson. I was to invite him to come with me to an onsen on Valentine’s Day. 
We would drive up together and spend a few days there. I got him to book a 
room and then I drove us up to an ancient and famous onsen at the far reaches 
of the island, where even trains don’t go. It was a long four hour drive into 


the middle of nowhere. 
When we got there we immediately changed to go to the onsen. We changed 
in separate rooms and when we stepped to the onsen he wanted to get intimate 


with me so I let him become aroused but I stood my ground. 


To tease him I let him take a picture of me using my cellphone. 
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Just a few minutes after we settled into the warm hot spring, six of my 


girlfriends, including the younger cousin, suddenly appeared and joined us. 


Then Itold him Ineeded to pee and got out. 


I left him for a half hour as I dried myself, dressed and then emptied out his 


wallet of his identification, his money and his charge cards. Пей him a note 


saying I do not ever want to see him again. I went out my car and waited. 
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For that half hour my friends took turns belittling him for being such а bad 


boyfriend ... and one by one they left him, starting with the young cousin. 


They all quickly got dressed and dashed to my car. He sat there waiting for 
me to return for twenty minutes. I started the car and we waiting until he came 
running out of the onsen completely naked, then we sped off leaving him in 


the middle of nowhere with no easy way to get home. 


During the long drive back home I had to block his number to stop him from 
calling me. As we drove back I telephoned my father and told him what had 
happened. He talked with my ex’s father and well, the disappointment came 
crashing down on my ex-boyfriend. He had to telephone his father, who had 
to leave work early to come and drive hours and hours to pick him up and also 
pay his unpaid onsen bills. There was a big argument with the onsen owners 


over whether he had to pay. But in the end the room booking had to be paid. 


My ex not only lost me, his father fired him for what he had been doing on his 
“grocery deliveries ...” and now my ex-boyfriend is a shelve stalker at one of 
the very small supermarkets and works evenings and weekends behind the 


counter and well ... he doesn’t have much time and energy to do much else. 


As for me, I am the first person in my family to ever go to university. Гат 
getting ready to set off to Oxford to do my Master's in Anthropology. I have 
an artist friend in Vancouver to thank for this — he agreed to be a living 
sculpture as I presented my major fourth year anthropology seminar — Phallus 


Anthropologia — the Anthropology of the Male. My Anthropology professor 
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was so impressed with my project that she wrote a letter of reference for me 


to her alma mater Oxford. 


I chose to do this theme because I knew what was going on back home and I 


wanted to better understand the psychology and physiology of the male. 


At the heart of my presentation Phallus Anthropologia is the modesty and 
fidelity that men show the women they love and admire in several cultures 
around the world, both ancient and modern. The thought that I put into my 
major fourth year anthropology seminar put my ex-boyfriend’s infidelity into 


perspective for me. 


I am looking forward to Oxford! I might stop in Vancouver for a visit оп my 


way to the UK or on my way back just to say hello to my artist friend. 


On my world travels Imay decide to explore Anthropologia Aphroditis. 
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Pictorial: Getting the Message ... 
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Baseball Crazy Бу Aki 


My father was very disappointed when I was born. My parents knew they 
could only afford one child and my father had hoped I would be a boy. But 


... well ... what can I say? I am me! 


For my first birthday my father gave me a plastic baseball and bat. My 
birthday cake had a baseball diamond on it. Can you guess where I am going 
with my story? Yes, my father is baseball crazy. He had worked hard in high 
school and college to make it to the Japanese major leagues as a short stop but 
his batting was not so hot, and in a country of short people, there are plenty of 
short stops to choose from. By the way I am short too, but a bit taller than 
both my parents. I play short stop. 


As I grew up my mother hoped I would enjoy ballet and girly things. She said 
how beautiful I looked in a Kimono. She taught me the tea ceremony. But to 
the annoyance of my mother my father took to playing baseball with me any 
occasion he had and so I grew up as a tom boy. I wore jeans more often than 


dresses. 


At school the girls did not see me as one of them because I was a tom boy and 
the boys ... well boys are boys, aren’t they. They really did not like the fact 
that I played baseball. They liked even less that I was better at baseball then 
almost all of them. They bullied me on any occasion they could and most 
times they would not let me play with them until one day they watched me hit 


not one, not two, not three ... but four home runs in a game. The pitchers 


53 


were trying very hard to strike те out, but the better they threw the easier it 


was for me to bat their balls right out of the ball park. 


Sometimes at school the boys let me pitch. I wondered why since I am not so 
good a pitcher? (the manga is from Sailor Fuku — I wore the same type of 
uniform). To find out why they let me pitch one day I pitched without panties 
and watched what happened! OMG the cheers! That changed everything. 


Now when we played baseball the boys wanted me to play short stop for them. 
Then I found out some girls from my school enjoyed the fact I was so good at 
baseball and they would come to watch me play and put the boys in their 
place. Girls have better hand eye coordination than boys and faster reflexes. 


Hardly a game would pass that I did not hit one or two home runs. 
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There аге a few other manga that depict girls playing baseball. I enjoyed 
reading them in high school. I took to wearing shorts when I played. No more 


dresses for me. 


When I graduated from high school I went to university for two years in Japan. 
During those two years I was so busy that I did not have much time to do more 


than just watch the occasional baseball game on television. 


Several of my high school friends had decided they wanted to go to Vancouver 
to study English so I decided to join them. We shared an apartment in 
Vancouver for two years. While I was in Vancouver I found the time to play 
some baseball games with other women. But to be honest I found playing 
women’s baseball in Vancouver not so challenging, so one afternoon while I 


was hanging around a baseball field the boys were short a short stop. They 
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invited me play. It was that afternoon that I made my reputation when I hit 
four homeruns and we won our game twelve to two. I brought in eight of the 
runs, including one when the bases were loaded. After that I started to receive 


invitations to play twice and sometimes three times a week. 


After I was finished my classes last December I stayed a few weeks longer in 
Vancouver just to play baseball. The weather was cold and wet but I managed 
to play seven games in eight weeks. At my last game at a baseball field in 
West Vancouver in March I invited a friend to come and watch me play. That 
final game, a game organized on my behalf by my baseball friends, was rather 
special because the two teams knew it would be my last game in Vancouver 


and so they invited me to play for both teams. 


On my last game in Vancouver I played the first half of the game for one team 
and hit a solo home run in the third inning. Then I joined the other team and 
did a solo home run for them at eighth inning. In both cases I managed to rip 
the hide off the baseballs. They had never seen a woman rip the hide off any 
baseballs! I gave one of these precious balls to my Vancouver friend as a 


souvenir. 


After the game we went to a pub and ate tacos and drank beer (we don’t eat 


tacos in Japan but we do enjoy our beer). 


I am now back in Japan and miss playing baseball with boys. Women in Japan 


don’t play baseball and if they do they have a certain reputation! What would 
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you call them in Canada — а butch? But I am not a butch ... Гат just a girl 


who likes baseball. 


I know I will regret sharing this picture but you are only young once. My 
friend Yuki took this picture of me. Гат wearing a cat’s mask. Do you like 


my muscles? 


Perhaps if I decide to get married and have a baby boy I will teach him how 
to play baseball. IfIhave a baby girl maybe it willbetheteaceremony. What 
do you think? 
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The Death of Dada Бу Malcolm Cowley 


1: A Brief History of Dada 


Tristan Tzara says that Dada was born in 1916, at the Cabaret Voltaire in 
Zurich. There is some dispute about this place and date, but Tzara’s word 
ought to be final: after all, he founded Dada. He is a Rumanian, small and 
graceful, who belongs to a family of formerly rich merchants; educated in 
France and Switzerland, he adopted French as his native tongue. It is wholly 
fitting that this new school of art and letters should have been founded in a 
cabaret, by a young man so thoroughly expatriated that he could not speak 
more than three words of his native language. It is fitting, too, that Dada 


should have transferred itself to the two banks of the Seine. 


But Tzara was still in Switzerland when he wrote the Dada Manifesto in 
March 1918. At that time André Breton and Louis Aragon, who would later 
become the French leaders of the movement, were serving at the front. When 
these very young soldiers came home after the Armistice, they joined forces 
with Philippe Soupault, Paul Eluard and others to found the magazine 
Litterature, which soon became known as a Dadaist review. At the beginning 


of 1920 they formally invited Tzara to Paris. 


That was the period of the great Dada manifestations. At a matinee on January 
23 Tzara was introduced to the public. He read aloud a newspaper article, 
while an electric bell kept ringing so that nobody could hear what he said. A 


meeting was held at the Grand Palace of the Champs Elysées; several 
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thousand people attended it. Tzara afterward wrote in an article for Vanity 
Fair that they “manifested uproariously it is impossible to say exactly what, 
their joy or their disapproval, by unexpected cries and general laughter, which 
constituted a very pretty accompaniment to the manifestoes read by six people 
at once. The newspapers said that an old man in the audience gave himself up 
to behavior of a more or less intimate nature, that somebody set off some 
flashlight powder and that a pregnant woman had to be taken out.” At the 
Theätre de ГОЕиуте two months later, twelve hundred people were turned 
away. “There were three spectators for every seat; it was suffocating. 
Enthusiastic members of the audience had brought musical instruments to 
interrupt us. The enemies of Dada threw down from the balconies copies of 
an anti-Dada paper called Non in which we were described as lunatics. The 
scandal reached proportions absolutely unimaginable.” But the scandal was 
even greater at the Salle Gaveau. “For the first time in the history of the world, 
people threw at us not only eggs, vegetables and pennies, but beefsteaks as 


well. It was a very huge success.” 


Whether the public, the idiotic public, expressed its interest in terms of 
beefsteaks or applause, Dada was launched. It exactly suited the temper of a 
world disorganized by the war and ruled, so the Dadaists said, “by aggressive 
madmen”; now it was time for a literary movement that would outdo the 
politicians in lunacy. All over Europe Dadaist groups had sprung into being, 
and everywhere they repeated the same pattern of childishness and audacity: 
they played violently with art and politics and paper dollies. The Dadaists in 
Berlin had their own magazines, their publishing house and a Dada Club 


which soon brought to light great talents—Tzara believed that their many 
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demonstrations helped to produce the German revolution. In Cologne ап allied 
group was permitted by the city authorities to hold a Dada exhibition in a 
public urinal, with free admission. By 1922 there were Dadaists in all the 
European capitals, even Moscow; lectures on Dadaism were being delivered 
at the University of Tiflis, in Soviet Georgia, before a proletarian audience. A 
world congress of Dadaists was held in France. But at this conference, which 
demonstrated the strength of the movement, there was a split in the ranks, a 
division between those who wished to carry Dadaism into public life and those 
who were content to express their disgust in practical jokes, without being 
bothered by the police. Friendships were broken, adherents dropped away: at 
the very moment when Dada seemed most successful, it was dying at the 
heart. Soon it was replaced by a new movement, Surrealism, which in turn 
was causing its scandals and enlisting its adherents. One could write, “Here 


lies Dada, 1916-1924.” 


But the history of Dada was in reality much longer. Its existence was rendered 
possible by a succession of literary schools beginning before the middle of the 
nineteenth century. There had been the art-for-art’s-sake school of Théophile 
Gautier; there had been the Naturalist school (or at least the part of it which 
surrounded Flaubert and the Brothers Goncourt); there had been the 
Parnassians, the Decadents, the Symbolists; in England there had been the 
Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, the Oxford Aesthetes, the group surrounding the 
Yellow Book—then the tempo increased: there were the Post-Impressionists, 
the Cubists (schools of literature and schools of art were amalgamating), the 
Neo-Classicists, the Fantaisists; in Italy the Futurists, in England the 


Vorticists, in America the Imagists, in Germany the Expressionists, in Russia 


60 


the Constructivists—still the dance moved faster, so that a single artist like 
Picasso might successively adhere to several schools, was even expected to 
changer d’ecole as опе might change a coat—then, at the summit of this long 
development, came Dada, like a last act that cast a light of farce on the 


preceding acts, like a capstone self-crowned with a dunce cap. 


Жжжж 


Edmund Wilson was the first American сгійс to show that а single impulse 
persisted through eighty years of quarreling doctrines and self-devouring 
schools. In Axel’s Castle he suggested that the name Symbolism was broad 
enough to cover this whole literary movement. His book was extraordinarily 
illuminating. Nobody before him had written a better exposition of Yeats, 
Joyce, Proust; and he did not confine himself to expository criticism: he 
placed these writers in historical perspective and considered the values that 
their work implied. Yet Axel’s Castle has an obvious weakness of structure. 
Midway in the book, Wilson changes his conception of the subject; so that 
although he continues to describe it by the same name, he is really talking 
about two different things. In the first chapter he is discussing Symbolism 
primarily аз a method, as “an attempt, by carefully studied means—a 
complicated association of ideas represented by a medley of metaphors—to 
communicate unique personal feelings.” But at the end of the book he is 
discussing Symbolism as an attitude, an ideology, in reality a way of life that 


was adopted by a whole series of writers. 


61 


This changing conception of his subject led Wilson into making two 
complementary mistakes. The Symbolistic method is less important than he 
believes it to be: its history was shorter and its influence less widespread in 
the world of international letters. But the attitude toward life which he 
attributes to Yeats and Valéry and Villiers de l'Isle-Adam was also that of 
many writers who could not in any technical sense be regarded as Symbolists. 
During the course of a long history, this attitude affected not only poets and 
novelists of different schools, but also painters, sculptors, composers, 
dramatists and ordinary people who confessed with bitter humility that they 
weren’t “creative,” that they were unable to “express themselves artistically.” 
Boys of my age in Pittsburgh and Chicago had acted in a certain fashion, read 
certain books—they had felt themselves to be cut off from and secretly 
superior to the dull mass of their schoolmates— because they were influenced 


by what might be called the religion of art. 


One example is enough to show the difference between Wilson’s two 
conceptions of the subject. In the first chapter he explains that Symbolism was 
a reaction from the Naturalism of novelists like Gustave Flaubert and the cold 
objectivity of poets like Théophile Gautier. But later, when he describes the 
anti-social philosophy connected with Symbolism, we can see that Gautier 
was one of its founders and Flaubert perhaps its principal sage. Among the 
many episodes preserved in the best informal record of those times, the 
Journal of the Brothers Goncourt, there is one that seems especially 
significant. It shows that the religion of art very quickly expressed itself as a 
way of life, and one that was essentially antihuman ... Flaubert with several 


of his friends once visited a brothel in Rouen. On a bet, before them all, he 
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made love to а prostitute without removing his hat or taking the cigar from his 
mouth. The gesture was something more than an ugly boast. It announced a 
furious contempt for everything held sacred by society—as if һе had said to 
the honest burghers of his time, “You think that life has meaning, that the act 
of love is holy, yet all of you together, the whole pack of lifelings, couldn’t 
write one passable poem or even recognize the beauty of a sentence patiently 
carved in marble.” It is as if he proclaimed that nothing had value in itself, 
that everything outside the world of art should be violently rejected. “Art is 


vast enough,” he wrote in one of his letters, “to occupy the whole man.” 


Although such a doctrine might produce, and has in fact produced, great works 
of art and ingenious technical discoveries, it does so at a sacrifice. The religion 
of art is too dehumanized to nourish rich careers or to bring forth characters 
that compel our admiration. The “pure poet,” the “artist proper,” goes 
stumbling through life, often under a burden of neurosis. Each new artist spies 
out the mistakes of his predecessors and tries to guard against them by making 
some theoretical change. He thinks that a little more foresight will render his 
position secure: he sets to work deepening the moat or razing some vulnerable 
outwork of his ivory tower, but nevertheless it crumbles—and still newer 
artists rebuild the ruins according to an improved design. Always there must 
be changes—and there is even a moment when change itself, change for its 


own sake, becomes an article of doctrine. 


Nor was this the only tendency implied by the religion of art as it moved 
inevitably toward extremes. Once the artist had come to be regarded as a being 


set apart from the world of ordinary men, it followed that his aloofness would 
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be increasingly emphasized. The world would more and more diminish in the 
eyes of the artist, and the artist would be self-magnified at the expense of the 
world. These tendencies, in turn, implied still others. Art would come to be 
treated as a self-sustaining entity, an essence neither produced by the world 
nor reacting upon it: art would be purposeless. No longer having to 
communicate with a public, it would become more opaque, difficult, obscure. 
It would be freed from all elements extraneous to itself, and particularly from 
logic and meaning, statistics and exhortation: it would become pure poetry. 
The independence of the artist would be asserted in always more vehement 
language: he would be proud, disdainful toward family duties and the laws of 
the tribe; he would end by assuming one of God’s attributes and becoming a 


creator. 


But this privileged function is also a limitation. The creator cannot be a 
copyist: he must not content himself with reproducing nature, must not utilize 
the creations of other artists, must not even copy his own creations. As soon 
as anything has been reduced to a principle—by no matter whom — it must 
be abandoned to the mere disciples. The “artists proper” must always 
prophesy, explore, lead the way into new countries of emotion; and they 
cannot turn back: they are confined to the frontier, to the ever-receding land 
beyond the boundary of the last formula. They are first authorized and then as 
it were condemned to go forward, to make discoveries and leave them behind, 
to advance in all directions, faster, faster, till their headlong charge can 


scarcely be distinguished from headlong retreat. 
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And yet these diverse tendencies, these paths continually diverging toward the 
four horizons, all set forth in the beginning from one easily apprehended 
principle. Art is separate from life; the artist is independent of the world and 
superior to the lifelings. From this principle, the hostile schools were born, 
and the manifestoes that canceled one another, and the wholly unintelligible 
poems they called forth. By this principle were guided the careers of great 
poets and novelists, and the ambitions toward which their careers were 
directed—Huysmans’ attempt to build an artificial paradise, Mallarmé’s to 
invent an algebra of literature, Ezra Pound’s frantic flight from his admirers, 
Joyce’s ambition to create a work of genius, Proust’s attempt to recapture his 
own past in the longest novel ever written — all these belonged to the religion 
of art; and even Valéry’s forsaking of art was a development out of that 
religion. There is a sort of law that governs such developments, at least for the 
lifetime of the particular culture in which they occur. The law is that no 
aspiration or tendency of the human mind that has once revealed itself in the 
culture is permitted to disappear until all the paths it suggests have been 
followed to the end, nor until the ends have proved futile and conflicting, nor 
even until the whole search has been turned to ridicule by the searchers. Seen 
from a perspective of years, the process is as logical as the growth of a tree; 
one might say thatthe Dada movement and its ending were both foreshadowed 


in the letters of Gustave Flaubert. 


Жжжж 


Edmund Wilson believes that the Symbolist way of life leads naturally toward 


two extremes. “There are, as I have said, in our contemporary society, for 
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writers who are unable to interest themselves in it either by studying it 
scientifically, by attempting to reform it or by satirizing it, only two alternative 
courses to follow, Axel’s or Rimbaud's."—He has just been describing the 
hero idealized in a novel by Villiers de l'Isle-Adam. Lord of a lonely castle in 
the Black Forest, Count Axel of Auersburg is a young man with a “paleness 
almost radiant” and “ап expression mysterious from thought.” He penetrates 
the Rosicrucian mysteries, he discovers a vast hoard of gold and jewels, he 
meets a young woman who equals him in beauty, learning, pride, who begs 
him to enjoy with her all the world’s splendors, or at least to spend with her 
one enraptured night—Axel refuses: he convinces her that mere living is 


futile, and both of them commit suicide out of pure disdain for life. 


If one chooses the first of these [Wilson continues], the way of Axel, one 
shuts oneself up in one’s own private world, cultivating one’s private 
fantasies, encouraging one’s private manias, ultimately preferring 
one’s absurdest chimeras to the most astonishing contemporary 
realities, ultimately mistaking one’s chimeras for realities. If one 
chooses the second, the way of Rimbaud, one tries to leave the twentieth 
century behind—to find the good life in some country where modern 
manufacturing methods and modern democratic institutions do not 


present any problems to the artist because they haven 't yet arrived. 


Here, briefly and eloquently described, are the two courses adopted by what 
is perhaps a majority of the “pure poets” and “artists proper.” But they are not 
the only alternatives. There is, moreover, a serious error in Wilson’s 


formulation of the problem. What he calls the way of Rimbaud is not the one 
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Rimbaud actually chose: instead it is the path followed by Paul Gauguin (or 
at least the path that Gauguin was described as following in The Moon and 
Sixpence, anovel enormously popular just after the war, and one that was until 
recently propelling the tourists of art toward Tahiti, Bali, Majorca and other 
islands still unspoiled by modern methods of production). It is the course 
generally described as that of “escape”— we have all met people who spoke 
of “running away” from New York, London or Paris, of “finding a refuge” 


from skyscrapers, cocktail parties and neuroses. 


Rimbaud himself had no desire to escape into an artist’s paradise. His 
temperament was adventurous, aggressive, and in three brief years he had 
made astonishing conquests in the world of art. Now he wished to leave that 
world behind, either because his achievements there seemed easy and 
unexciting, or else because he had confused literature in general with the 
homosexuality of his friend Paul Verlaine and had decided that “all that” was 
bad. Very clear in his mind was the idea that by obstinate patience, by pure 
will, he could make equal conquests in the more difficult world of life. When 
he finally reached Abyssinia, after a dozen wild attempts, he did not sit dozing 
or making verses in the shade of a banyan tree: he bought coffee from the 
natives and sold them modern rifles. Even a gangrened leg did not keep him 
from making long journeys on horseback, so great was his energy, so bitter 
his determination. ... Rimbaud in the end was as tragically defeated by life as 
he had been triumphant in art. Yet his, too, was a possible course, and a heroic 


one, and there have been “artists proper” who tried to follow his example. 
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Still another extreme was that depicted by Paul Valery in his imaginary 
portrait of M. Teste and his two essays on Leonardo (as indeed in his own 
career). He suggests that a great poet might abandon literature, not to embrace 
life, but in order to retreat still farther from it. Literature is regarded as 
something impure, tainted with action, and the “man of the greatest mind” will 
avoid all forms of action and, by dint of rigorous thought, will end by reducing 
himself to a state of practical hebetude in which he stares at his consciousness 
like an Oriental mystic staring at his navel. And there are other extremes to 
which the religion of art has led or might possibly lead. Уа1ёгу in one place 
speaks of “the chess game that we play with knowledge.” There happens to 
be a highly talented artist who abandoned painting in order to play chess. 
When he found that he could not become the greatest chess player in the 
world, he half abandoned that also, and spent his time carving bits of marble 
into lumps of sugar; һе kept а bowl of stone-sugar on his table for the 
amusement of his guests. And this, too, is a possible extreme. If carried 
beyond a certain point, the religion of art imperceptibly merges into the 
irreligion of art, into a state of mind in which the artist deliberately fritters 
away his talents through contempt for the idiot-public that can never 


understand. 


But what I am trying to make clear is that all these extremes— Teste’s, 
Rimbaud’s, Axel’s, the way of escape and the retreat into futility—existed 
side by side in the Dada movement. They were mingled there with an infusion 
of youth, vigor, Paris after the war and a not unnatural taste for novelty and 


scandal. 
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2: Discourse over а Grave 


But what was Dada anyway? ... Not many people have seriously tried to 
answer this question, and the Dadaists themselves took pains to avoid it. So 
great was their disdain for the public, and for the idols of clarity and logic 
worshiped by the public in France, that they could scarcely bring themselves 
to offer explanations. “I am by principle against manifestoes,” said Tristan 
Tzara, “as I am also against principles. ... To explain is the amusement of 
redbellied numbskulls. DADA HAS NO MEANING.” And yet this 
meaningless movement published its manifesto, offered its explanations, and 
propounded its philosophy in the same breath as its hatred of philosophers. It 
had reached a point beyond the bounds of logic, but had reached it by a 
perfectly logical process. In every direction it was a carrying to extremes of 


the tendencies inherent in what I have called the religion of art. 


It was, for example, the extreme of obscurity. That was a tendency that had 
been growing for half a century, and soon James Joyce would carry it to a 
point at which the reader was expected to master several languages, and the 
mythology of all races, and the geography of Dublin, in order to unravel his 
meaning. Gertrude Stein carried it still farther. She seemed, indeed, to be 
writing pure nonsense, and yet it was not quite pure: one felt uneasily that 
much of it could be deciphered if only one had the key. But in reading a Dada 
poem it was often useless to search for clues: even the poet himself might not 
possess them. The door of meaning was closed and double-locked; the key 


was thrown away. 
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Dada was also the extreme point reached in the long search for “absolute art” 
and “pure poetry.” In discussing that topic the Dada Manifesto was serious 


and eloquent: 


The new painter creates a world ... The new artist protests: he no 
longer paints (i.e. reproduces symbolically and illusionistically), but 
creates directly, in stone, in wood, in iron and tin, rocks and locomotive 
organisms that can be turned in every direction by the limpid winds of 
his momentary sensation. Every pictorial or plastic work is useless ... 
Order = disorder; ego = non-ego; affirmation = negation: all are 
supreme radiations of an absolute art. Absolute in the purity of cosmic 
and ordered chaos, eternal in the globule-second without duration, 
without respiration, without light, without control. . . . Art is a private 
matter; the artist does it for himself; any work of art that can be 


understood is the product of a journalist. 


Dada, in art and life, was the extreme of individualism. It denied that there 
was any psychic basis common to all humanity. There was no emotion shared 
by all men, no law to which all were subject; there was not even a sure means 
of communication between one man and another. Morality was a snare, “а 
plague produced by the intelligence."—"Thought is a fine thing for 
philosophy, but it is relative. There is no final Truth."—"Logic is a 
complication. Logic is always false."— "Everything one looks at is false.” In 
a word, nothing is real or true except the individual pursuing his individual 


whims, the artist riding his hobbyhorse, his dada. 
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But the world could not be abolished merely by denying its reality. The 
world— and specifically the French public—remained as a hostile force to be 
fought, insulted or mystified. As for writers who tried to please the public, 
they were utterly beneath contempt: mere floor-walkers of the literary 
business, they did not realize that they were betraying an ideal ... This high 
disdain for the public and for popular writers had always been a tradition in 
the religion of art, but it had lately been emphasized by the revulsion that 
followed the war, and the Dadaists pushed it forward to extremes of anti- 
human feeling. The world, they said, “left in the hands of bandits, is in a state 
of madness, aggressive and complete madness.”— “Let each man cry: there is 
a great labor of destruction and negation to perform. We must sweep and 
clean.” —“What there is within us of the divine is the awakening of anti- 
human action.” So deep was their disgust that they no longer trusted in words 
to express it: manifestoes must give place to manifestations and poems to 
deeds, to “significant gestures.” Thus, “I proclaim the opposition of all the 
cosmic faculties to this gonorrhea of a putrid sun produced by the factories of 
philosophic thought; I proclaim a pitiless struggle with all the weapons of 
Dadaist Disgust. Every product of disgust capable of becoming a negation of 
the family is dada; to protest with all the fists of one’s being in destructive 


action: DADA.” 


In passages like this it is impossible not to recognize the presence of the 
crusading spirit. Dada, though it despised morality, was animated by moral 
fervor—and in this respect also it was the extreme of a long process. For 
nearly a century artists had been fighting against the necessity of making their 


works conform to the laws of the tribe. They had adapted from various 
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German Romantic philosophers the principle that aesthetics was entirely 
separate from ethics— “Art has nothing to do with morality.” As a result of 
famous trials involving the censorship of novels and pictures, they had 
succeeded in having this principle partly admitted by the courts and wholly 
accepted by a portion of the public. Then, having won this victory, they began 
to proclaim that the laws of aesthetics were superior to the moral laws 
enforced by Church and State. But the Dadaists went farther: they went to the 
point of believing that public morality ought to be abolished. The only laws 
that the artist should be forced to observe were private ones, the laws of art. 
Those laws, however, applied not only to his books or paintings: they also 
should govern his career and his judgments of the world. To be adventurous— 
to explore and discover in life as in art— was the Categorical Imperative. 
Actions like pictures should be dada. “Тһе good life,” if it was ever achieved, 
would be surprising, novel, picturesque, purposeless, abstract, 
incomprehensible to the public—it would merit all the adjectives that applied 


to a Dadaist masterpiece. 


But there was one other tendency that helps to explain the otherwise 
inexplicable works of art produced by the Dada movement. Those who took 
part in it were not only guided by a rigorous code of morals or anti-morals: 
they were also buoyed up by a feeling of liberty, which again was carried to 
the extreme. They believed that the new artist had freed himself from the 
limitations of the old artistic mediums. He was no longer confined to paint or 
words or marble: he was at liberty to utilize any methods or materials that 
might strike his fancy. He might, for example, make an arrangement of watch 


springs, ball bearings and kitchen matches, and photograph it (like Man Ray); 
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he might clip illustrations out of old mail-order catalogues, shuffle them into 
an ingenious design and exhibit them as a painting (like Max Ernst, who later 
sold such pictures at a stiff price); he might devote himself to sculptures 
modeled from sealing wax and pipe cleaners (like Hidalgo); he might have his 
poems printed in the typography of advertisements for nerve tonics and cancer 
cures (like Tristan Tzara), or invent a new system of punctuation (like e. e. 
cummings); he might even forsake all forms of plastic or verbal art and apply 
the same principles of self-expression to business, politics or, if he chose, to 


practical joking. Nobody in any case had the right to criticize. 


It veritably seemed that Dada was opening a whole new world to writers. They 
had felt vaguely that everything was said, everything written, that all the great 
subjects of poetry and fiction had been seized upon by others, exploited and 
rendered unusable. Now they could take heart again. Here were new subjects 
waiting to be described, machinery, massacre, skyscrapers, urinals, sexual 
orgies, revolution—for Dada nothing could be too commonplace or novel, too 
cruel or shocking, to be celebrated by the writer in his own fashion. Or he 
might, if the notion struck him, desert the subject entirely—he might enter the 
stage of his drama and sweep all his puppets into the corner; or again he was 
privileged to disregard the limits of possibility—if he was writing a novel 
about modern Paris, he need not hesitate to introduce a tribe of Redskins, an 
octopus, a unicorn, Napoleon or the Virgin Mary. It suddenly seemed that all 
the writers of the past had been enslaved by reality: they had been limited to 
the task of copying the world, whereas the new writer could disregard it and 
create a world of his own in which he was master. He was at last free! ... He 


was at liberty to indulge his whims, to marshal his characters and lead them 
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ahead like an Alexander marching into unknown countries. But in practice his 
freedom proved illusory, his creations were inhuman, were monsters that 
never came to life. He could at best lead an army of ghosts into a kingdom of 


shadows. 


2K 2K 2K 2K ok 


Nobody can read about the Dada movement without being impressed by the 
absurd and half-tragic disproportion between its rich, complicated background 
and its poor achievements. Here was a group of young men, probably the most 
talented in Europe: there was not one of them who lacked the ability to become 
a good writer or, if he so decided, a very popular writer. They had behind them 
the long traditions of French literature (and knew them perfectly); they had 
the examples of living masters (and had pondered them); they had a burning 
love of their art and a fury to excel. And what, after all, did they accomplish? 
... They wrote a few interesting books, influenced a few others, launched and 
inspired half a dozen good artists, created scandals and gossip, had a good 
time. Nobody can help wondering why, in spite of their ability and moral 


fervor and battles over principle, they did nothing more. 


Always Dada was bustling into action. There were the early meetings already 
described, the chief purpose of which was to mystify and insult the public; 
there was the later demonstration in a churchyard against religion (it rained 
and nobody listened to the speakers); there was the Dada trial of Maurice 
Barrès, which called forth angry headlines in all the daily papers; there were 


theatrical performances like one I attended that was given for the benefit of 
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Tristan Tzara, in this case ending with fights on the stage and the police called 
in. Years later there was the famous incident of Louis Aragon and Les 
Nouvelles Littéraires—he promised that if his name was once more 
mentioned in the paper, he would wreck the editorial offices; his name was 
mentioned; the offices were wrecked. After that Aragon threatened to give a 
beating to any critic who reviewed his new book, which incidentally was a 
good one. No critic dared to review it—and what then? The Dada 
manifestations were ineffectual in spite of their violence, because they were 
directed against no social class and supported by no social class. All their 


significant gestures were gestures in the air. 


There were Dadaists who spent weeks or months in polishing and consciously 
perfecting a few lines of verse; those were the ones who most fervently praised 
the Subconscious. Others abused criticism and the critics in majestic essays 
that abounded in the keenest sort of critical observations. Still others devoted 
themselves to automatic writing and published the results of their experiments 
without, so they said, changing a word of it. There were many who 
deliberately cultivated the fine art of always being in bad taste. For a time it 
was also the fashion to be very busy à l'Américaine: I remember the example 
of a Dadaist who simultaneously wrote novels, conducted four love affairs 
and a marriage, plunged into the wildest business ventures—he spent the next 
year recuperating in a sanitarium. I believe there was one who set sail for 
Tahiti, following in Gauguin's footsteps; another took ship for Rio de Janeiro. 
One very talented poet wrote nothing but postcards to his friends. There was 
a Dadaist who collected paper matches: he had the largest collection of them 


in the world. He was a very ingenious and elegant young man and determined 


75 


to seek his fortune in America. Having borrowed his passage money, he 
landed in New York with a boiled shirt and two suitcases filled with letters of 
introduction. He presented some of the letters, tried bootlegging for a while, 
found the profession overcrowded, collected comic strips from the Hearst 
newspapers, married an American wife, took drugs, committed suicide—he 
was Jacques Rigaut, and after his death he became a sort of Dada saint. Гат 
confusing my dates: in reality Jacques lived long enough to become a 
Surrealist saint, but the two schools had so many doctrines and members in 
common that they are often hard to distinguish. Shortly before he died, a 
whole squad of former Dadaists announced that they were abandoning poetry 
for communism, and were very serious about it, but not quite serious enough 
to be accepted by the Communist Party, which suspected that they might soon 
veer off in a different direction. A very few of them long afterwards became 
Communists in earnest; that is a different story. Mostly, while waiting for the 
revolution, for any revolution, it didn’t matter, they spent their time in 


quarreling with one another. 


But the interesting feature of the quarrels is precisely that they could not have 
been avoided: they were conflicts of principle inherent in the movement from 
the first. I have said that the Dadaists were animated by fierce moral 
convictions. They believed that life should be rash and adventurous, that 
literature should be freed from all impure motives, and especially from the 
commercial motive—thus, writing an article for a commercial magazine (like 
Tzara’s piece for Vanity Fair, from which I quoted) was almost a sin against 
the Holy Ghost. But in practice they could not do what they preached. They 


did not live in a free society, nor did they belong among the rulers of the 
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society that exists. For the most part they were poor young men of middle- 
class families with their way to make. They sooner or later had to betray their 
high principles; not many of them chose to starve. The uncompromising ones 
abused and excoriated the others — and then were forced to compromise in 
turn, and be excoriated. Dada began to split into smaller and smaller fractions. 
One of these, the largest that remained, issued the Surrealist Manifesto, 
became famous for a while, gained many adherents, but the process of 
fractioning continued — after a few years almost the only writers of talent left 
in the movement were Louis Aragon, who had been the most active and 
brilliant of the Dadaists, and Andre Breton, the most forceful in character. The 
two had been friends since childhood, but in the end they quarreled like the 
others, on a matter of principle. One might say that Dada died by principle: it 


committed suicide. 


Жжжж 


As for the religion of art, that broader tendency of which Dada was the 
extreme manifestation, it seemed to be growing more popular even while 
Dada was dying. It was gaining more adherents every year. Its foremost 
writers, its saints, were not widely read, since their books were too difficult 
for the public; but they exerted a wide influence and enjoyed a tremendous 


underground prestige. 


Edmund Wilson explains that the postwar reputation of writers in this tradition 


“was due largely to extra-literary accidents”: 
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When the prodigious concerted efforts of the war ended only in 
impoverishment and exhaustion for all the European peoples 
concerned, and in a general feeling of hopelessness about politics . . . 
the Western mind became peculiarly hospitable to a literature 
indifferent to action and unconcerned with the group. Many of the 
socially minded writers, besides, had been intellectually demoralized 
by the war and had irreparably lost credit in сопзедиепсе; whereas 
these others—Yeats, Valery, Joyce, Proust—had maintained an 


unassailable integrity. 


It ought to be added that the intellectual world of the 1920$ was repeating an 
old pattern. The art-for-art’s-sake tradition had first been established in the 
middle of the nineteenth century, at a time when the intellectual atmosphere 
of France was not unlike that prevailing in postwar Europe. Many French 
writers had become emotionally or physically involved in the Revolution of 
1848—Baudelaire, for example, fought on the workingmen’s side of the 
barricades—and when the Revolution was defeated, some of them lost faith 
in social causes and began to seek in art the ideals they no longer hoped to see 
realized in life. Rimbaud and others had the same experience in 1871, during 
and after the Paris Commune: the great poet of individualism at one time tried 
to draw up an ideal constitution for a socialist state. After the war of 1914 and 
the betrayal at Versailles, the process was repeated more rapidly on an 


international scale. 


And there was another reason, too, for the popularity at that time of a literature 


hostile to society. The religion of art is not at all a poor man’s religion: a 
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degree of economic freedom is essential to those embarking on а search for 
aesthetic absolutes. In the decade before 1930 more writers and painters than 
ever before, and especially more Americans, had leisure to meditate the 
problems of art and the self, to express themselves, to be creative. And the 
artists were now surrounded by a cultured mob of dilettantes, people without 
convictions of their own who fed upon them emotionally, adopted their beliefs 
and encouraged their vices. In a world where everybody felt lost and 
directionless, the artists were forced often in spite of themselves to become 


priests. 


Yet the religion of art was approaching its end. For nearly a century now it 
had played an important role in literature, first in France, then in all the 
Western world. It had inspired men of talent wholly to consecrate themselves, 
to produce great works at a sacrifice and to refine the methods of poetry and 
fiction—even to embark on a search for the absolute that threatened to carry 
them beyond the frontiers of art. The search had been continued more 
frantically by their successors. After Dada, however, it became evident that 
all the diverging paths had been followed to the end, which was always the 
same—each path seemed to lead toward an infinitely bustling futility, a dance 
of fireflies in the twilight. After Dada, the historical role of the movement was 
completed and only the busy ghost of it was left. And so when Dada died it 
did not perish alone. This fact is enough to explain its importance. In a sense, 


the whole religion of art died with it and was buried in the same grave. 


3: Case Record 
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But Dada still was strenuously alive in the winter and spring of 1923, when I 
was learning to know the movement at first hand. The quarrels by which it 
was already divided did not seem to be fatal ones. Its adherents had begun to 
look back a little wistfully toward the days of the great early manifestations— 
when, as Aragon said more than once, they were too busy and excited even to 
sleep with their mistresses—but they also looked forward to a future still 


busier and more significant. 


I was now seeing the Dadaists often, both factions of them, not only on my 
Wednesdays in Paris but also during the long weeks in Giverny. Aragon spent 
two months there, working on his new book: in the afternoons we tramped 
through the meadows fresh with primroses and English daisies while he 
recited poems from memory hour after hour or expounded his theories of 
writing. Often on week-ends Tzara came to visit us with a very pretty 
American girl who smoked sixty cigarettes a day to the great profit of the 
French government tobacco monopoly, while Tzara made puns, invented 
games and innocently changed the rules for fear of losing. And sometimes, 
but not when Tzara was there, all of André Breton’s friends arrived on 
Sundays, a whole performing troupe of Dadaists with their mistresses or 
wives, or both. They were very serious, angry young men, on principle, but 
they laughed a great deal and enjoyed themselves and it would have been hard 


not to like them. 


I didn’t regard myself as one of the Dadaists. I tried to judge them 
dispassionately and take no part in their quarrels; I was a foreigner after all 


and would soon be returning to my own country. Still, I could not help 
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absorbing their notions of Шегагу conduct, as if from the atmosphere. One 
evening when my wife was away, Dos Passos and Cummings came down 
from Paris. With Aragon we went to a restaurant and had a gay dinner with 
several bottles of wine; then we returned to my studio over the blacksmith 
shop. I made a speech against book fetishism. The burden of it was that 
wherever I lived books seemed to accumulate; some were bought, some were 
gifts, some came by mail and others appeared one didn’t know how; they 
moved in like relatives and soon the house was crowded. I sympathized with 
De Quincey, who used to rent a room, wait until it was full of books and then 
move away, leaving the books behind him. Here in France my American 
books couldn’t be sold and nobody wanted them as presents, yet I felt an 
unreasoning and almost Chinese respect for the printed word that kept me 
from destroying them. We all had that weakness and should take violent steps 
to overcome it ... [ went over to the shelves and pulled down an assortment 
of bad review books and French university texts that I wouldn’t need again. 
After tearing some of them apart I piled them all on the asbestos mat in front 
of the stove; then I put a match to the pile. It was a gesture in the Dada manner, 
but not a successful one, for the books merely smoldered. We talked about 
bad writers while the smoke grew thicker; then Cummings proved that he was 
a better Dadaist—at least in someone else’s studio—by walking over and 


urinating on the fire. 


Jack Wheelwright arrived for a longer visit, with a lot of expensive luggage. 
Jack, whose father had been the architect of the Lampoon building in 
Cambridge, had already achieved a distinction of his own: he was the only 


student ever expelled from Harvard for misspelling a word. The word was 
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“nausea” and he shouldn’t have used it when he was in а Их already. After а 
series of minor misdeeds Jack had been put on probation for simply forgetting 
to take the final examination in one of his courses. Students on probation had 
to attend all their classes or offer an excuse that was convincing to the dean, 
who was hard to convince. Jack missed a class and then appeared in the dean’s 
office with his excuse in writing: “I was absent yesterday from English 14°” — 
or whatever the course was— “because I had acute nausea after seeing the 
moving picture, Broken Blossoms." He had been sent home to the family 
house in Back Bay. Now he appeared at Giverny with a sheaf of his own 
poems, full of fresh images and original spellings, and another sheaf of 
manuscripts that Gorham Munson had assembled for the next two issues of 
Secession; Jack was to have them printed in Italy, where prices at the time 
were even lower than in Vienna. I wondered what the issues would look like 
after being set in type by Italian printers who couldn't speak English and then 
proofread by the worst speller who ever failed to graduate from Harvard 
(though he might have run a dead heat in a spelling bee with F. Scott 
Fitzgerald of Princeton). I felt like sending a cable to Munson: *Make Jack 
submit proof,” but then I reflected that if he didn't send proof the result would 


at least be arbitrary, surprising and utterly dada. 


Reading over the letters I wrote that spring and early summer, and the entries 
in my notebook, I can see the extent to which my thinking had been influenced 
by my new friends. “The famous two years are ending," I told Kenneth Burke 
on July 5, in my last letter from Normandy, “with little accomplished and 
much learned. Yet it seems to me that their value was not so much the 


knowledge of books and writing they helped me to acquire as the aid they 
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gave me in reaching а personal philosophy.” I was using a big word. My 
philosophy was really an attitude, or at best a collection of beliefs, some of 
them evolved by myself and others merely adapted from my French friends. 


Let us try to setthem down as a case record. 


I believed, first of all, that the only respectable ambition for a man of letters 
was to be a man of letters —not exclusively a novelist, an essayist, a dramatist, 
but rather one who adopts the whole of literature as his province, “who 
devotes himself to literature,” I wrote with fervor, “as one might devote a life 


to God or the Poor.” 


I believed that the man of letters, while retaining his own point of view, which 
was primarily that of the poet, should concern himself with every department 


of human activity, including science, sociology and revolution. 


I believed that more writers were ruined by early success than by the lack of 
it, and was therefore willing to make a fool of myself in order to avoid being 


successful. 


I was violently opposed to what I called “the fallacy of contraction.” 
“Writers,” I observed in my notebook, “often speak of “saving their energy,’ 
as if each man were given a nickel’s worth of it, which he is at liberty to 
spend—one cent on Love, one cent on Livelihood, two cents on Art or other 
wasteful activities, and the remainder on a big red apple ... To me, the mind 


of a poet resembles Fortunatus’s purse: the more spent, the more it supplies. 
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“There are many writers who deliberately contract the circle of their interests. 
They refuse to participate in the public life of their time, or even in the 
discussion of social questions. They avoid general ideas, are ‘bored’ by this, 
“not concerned’ with that. They confine themselves to literary matters — in 
the end, to literary gossip. And they neglect the work of expanding the human 
mind to its extremest limits of thought and feeling — which, as I take it, is the 


aim of literature.” 


I was grandiloquent in those days; I was also highly moral, but in a fashion 
acquired from my Dada friends. A writer could steal, murder, drink or be 
sober, lie to his friends or with their wives: all this, I said, was none of my 
concern; but my tolerance did not extend to his writing, from which I 
demanded high courage, absolute integrity and a sort of intelligence that was 
in itself a moral quality. And I was romantic, too, in the strict sense of the 
word. After a period of admiring French classicism, I had taken to reading and 
praising the writers of the Romantic era, from Monk Lewis and Byron to 
Gérard de Nerval and Pétrus Borel. At the same time I was interested in 
applying their methods to new material drawn from the age of technology and 
high-pressure selling. I was determined to be humorless, having developed a 
furious contempt for “those beaten people who regard their own weakness 
with a deprecatory smile.” And I had catchwords that reappeared in everything 


22 cc; 


I wrote: “disinterestedness,” “indiscretion” (I considered it a high virtue), 


99 cc 99 cc 99 cc 


“disdain,” “significant” or “arbitrary gestures,” “violence,” “manifestoes,” 


“courage.” 


My letters were filled with impractical projects: 
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“Yesterday, Kenneth,” I wrote on June 29, “it struck me with the force of 
revelation that the time has come for us to write some political manifestoes. 
We are not critics or short-story writers; we are poets: in other words, we are 
interested in every form of human activity. To be ticketed and dismissed as 
such-and-such a sort of writer gives me a pain behind the ears. Also, Гат 
eaten with the desire to do something significant and indiscreet. An Open 
Letter to President Harding. An Open Letter to the Postmaster General on the 
Censorship, in which I admit the right to censor, point out how dangerous my 
opinions are, even in book reviews, and demand why I am not suppressed. 
And other manifestations: for example, a call to voters to cease voting, an 
attack on the liberals, an attack on the Socialists and Communists. Imagine all 
these documents appearing together in a political issue of Broom. What a 
stink. But the stink would mean something. In a country as hypocritical as the 
United States, merely to enumerate the number of laws one has broken would 
be a significant gesture. And if all the literary forces of law and order rose up 
against us, we could always retire to farming or reading proofs. Think it over. 
The step is not to be taken tomorrow. And I have the feeling, Kenneth, that 
some such courageous and indiscreet step is required of us, if we are not going 
to resign ourselves to petty literary wars with Ezra Pound, Robert McAlmon, 


even Floyd Dell.” 


And so I was planning to carry literary ideals into the political world; I was 
contemplating a crusade and was prepared to be one of the leaders. But I was 
also a disciple: for the first and last time in my life I admitted to having a 


master. 
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“I have been intending to write you a letter about Louis Aragon," I said оп 
June 4, “for his is a character which demands a long explanation ... Imagine 
this elegant young man, from a family whose social position is above 
reproach: a young man so gifted that the word ‘genius’ must have been applied 
to him ever since he was four years old and wrote his first novel. A brilliant 
career stretches in front of him. He has read everything and mastered it. 
Suddenly, at a given age, he rejects his family and social connections and, 
with a splendid disdain acquired from his early successes, begins to tell 
everybody exactly what he thinks. And he continues to be successful. He has 
so much charm, when he wishes to use it, that it takes him years to make an 
enemy; but by force of repeated insults he succeeds in this aim also. He retains 
all that hatred of compromise which is the attribute of youth—and of a type 
of youth we never wholly possessed. He disapproves of La Nouvelle Revue 
Francaise; therefore he refuses to write for it, although all other channels of 


publication are closed to him already. 


“He lives literature. If I told him that a poem of Baudelaire’s was badly 
written, he would be capable of slapping my face. He judges a writer largely 
by his moral qualities, such as courage, vigor of feeling, the refusal to 
compromise. He proclaims himself a romantic. In practice this means that his 
attitude toward women is abominable: he is either reciting poetry, which soon 
ceases to interest them, or trying to sleep with them, which they say becomes 
equally monotonous. He is always seriously in love; he never philanders. 
Often he is a terrible bore. He is an egoist and vain, but faithful to his friends 


... [have met other people whose work is interesting, but Aragon is the only 
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one to impose himself by force of character. I ought to add that he has а 


doglike affection for André Breton. 


“My apologies for this long digression, but I think it will explain a good deal.” 
Aragon, indeed, was affecting me more than I liked to admit. Under his 
influence I was becoming a Dadaist in spite of myself, was adopting many of 


the Dada standards, and was even preparing to put them into action. 


4: Significant Gesture 


During the last three weeks before sailing for America, I wrote no letters. I 
was much too excited to write letters; I had never, in fact, spent prouder, busier 
or more amusing days. I was being arrested and tried for punching a café 


proprietor in the jaw. 


He deserved to be punched, though not especially by me; I had no personal 
grudge against him. His café, the Rotonde, had long been patronized by 
revolutionists of every nation. Lenin used to sit there, I was told; and 
proletarian revolts were still being planned, over coffee in the evening, by 
quiet men who paid no attention to the hilarious arguments of Swedish and 
Rumanian artists at the surrounding tables. The proprietor— whose name I 
forget—used to listen unobtrusively. It was believed, on more or less 
convincing evidence, that he was a paid informer. It was said that he had 
betrayed several anarchists to the French police. Moreover, it was known that 


he had insulted American girls, treating them with the cold brutality that 
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French café proprietors reserve for prostitutes. He was a thoroughly 


disagreeable character and should, we felt, be called to account. 


We were at the Dôme, ten or twelve of us packed together at a table in the 
midst of the crowd that swirled in the Boulevard Montparnasse. It was July 
14, 1923, the national holiday. Chinese lanterns hung in rows among the trees; 
bands played at every corner; everywhere people were dancing in the streets. 
Paris, deserted for the summer by its aristocrats, bankers and politicians, 
forgetting its hordes of tourists, was given over to a vast plebeian carnival, a 
general madness in which we had eagerly joined. Now, tired of dancing, we 
sipped our drinks and talked in loud voices to make ourselves heard above the 
music, the rattle of saucers, the shuffle of feet along the sidewalk. I was trying, 
with my two hands on the table, to imitate the ridiculous efforts of Tristan 
Tzara to hop a moving train. “Let’s go over,” said Laurence Vail, tossing back 
his long yellow hair from his forehead, “and assault the proprietor of the 


Rotonde.” 


“Let's,” I said. 


We crossed the street together, some of the girls in bright evening gowns and 
some in tweeds, Louis Aragon slim and dignified in a dinner jacket, Laurence 
bareheaded and wearing a raincoat which he never removed in the course of 
the hot starlit night, myself coatless, dressed in a workman's blue shirt, worn 
trousers and rope-soled shoes. Delayed and separated by the crowd on the 
pavement, we made our way singly into the bar, which I was the last to enter. 


Aragon, in periodic sentences pronounced in a beautifully modulated voice, 
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was expressing his opinion of all $001 pigeons — mouchards — and was 
asking why such a wholly contemptible character as the proprietor of the 
Rotonde presumed to solicit the patronage of respectable people. The waiters, 
smelling a fight, were forming a wall of shirt fronts around their employer. 
Laurence Vail pushed through the wall; he made an angry speech in such rapid 
French that I could catch only a few phrases, all of them insults. The proprietor 
backed away; his eyes shifted uneasily; his face was a dirty white behind his 
black mustache. Harold Loeb, looking on, was a pair of spectacles, a chin, a 


jutting pipe and an embarrassed smile. 


I was angry at my friends, who were allowing the situation to resolve into a 
series of useless gestures; but even more I was seized with a physical revulsion 
for the proprietor, with his look of a dog caught stealing chickens and trying 
to sneak off. Pushing past the waiters, I struck him a glancing blow in the jaw. 
Then, before I could strike again, I was caught up in an excited crowd and 


forced to the door. 


Five minutes later our band had once more assembled on the terrace of the 
Döme. I had forgotten the affair already: nothing remained but a vague 
exhilaration and the desire for further activity. I was obsessed with the idea 
that we should changer de quartier: that instead of spending the rest of the 
night in Montparnasse, we should visit other sections of Paris. Though no one 
else seemed enthusiastic, I managed by force of argument to assemble five 
hesitant couples, and the ten of us went strolling southeastward along the 


Boulevard Montparnasse. 
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On reaching the first café we stopped for a drink of beer and a waltz under the 
chestnut trees. One couple decided to return to the Dome. Eight of us walked 
on to another café, where, after a bock, two other couples became deserters. 
“Let’s change our quarter,” I said once more. At the next café, Bob Coates 
consulted his companion. “We’re going back to the Dôme,” he said. Two of 
us walked on sadly. We caught sight of Montrouge — more Chinese lanterns 
and wailing accordions and workmen dancing with shopgirls in the streets — 


then we too returned to Montparnasse. 


It was long after midnight, but the streets were as crowded as before and I was 
eager for adventure. At the Dome I met Tristan Tzara, seized him by the arm 
and insisted that we go for a stroll. We argued the question whether the Dada 
movement could be revived. Under the chestnut trees we met a high-brown 
woman dressed in barbaric clothes; she was thought to be a princess from 
Senegal. I addressed her extravagant compliments in English and French; 
Tzara added others in French, German and his three words of Rumanian. “Со 
“мау, white boys,” she said in a Harlem voice. We turned back, passing the 
crowded terrace of the Rotonde. The proprietor was standing there with his 


arms folded. At the sight of him a fresh rage surged over me. 


“Quel salaud!” I roared for the benefit of his six hundred customers. “Ah, quel 


petit mouchard!” 


Then we crossed the street once more toward the Dôme, slowly. But when I 
reached the middle of the tracks I felt each of my arms seized by a little blue 


policeman. “Come along with us,” they said. And they marched me toward 
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the station house, while Tzara rushed off to get the identification papers left 
behind in my coat. The crowds disappeared behind us; we were alone—I and 


the two flics and the proprietor of the Rotonde. 


One of the two policemen was determined to amuse himself. “You’re lucky," 
he said, “to be arrested in Paris. If you were arrested by those brutal policemen 
of New York, they would cuff you on the ear—like this,” he snarled, cuffing 


me on the ear, “but in Paris we pat you gently on the shoulder." 

I knew I was in trouble. I said nothing and walked peacefully beside him. 
“Ah, the police of Paris are incomparably gentle. If you were arrested in New 
York, they would crack you in the jaw—like this,” he said, cracking me in the 


jaw, “but here we do nothing; we take you with us calmly." 


He rubbed his hands, then thrust his face toward mine. His breath stank of 


brandy. 


“You like the police of Paris, hein?” 


“Аззиге у,” I answered. The proprietor of the Rotonde walked on beside us, 


letting his red tongue play over the ends of his mustache. The other flic said 


nothing. 
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“I won't punch you in the nose like the New York policemen,” said the 
drunken man, punching me in the nose. “I will merely ask you to walk on in 


front of me ... Walk in front of me, pig!” 


I walked in front of him, looking back suspiciously under my armpit. His hand 
was on his holster, loosening the flap. I had read about people shot “while 
trying to escape” and began walking so very slowly that he had to kick me in 
the heels to urge me up the steps of the police station. When we stood at the 
desk before the sergeant, he charged me with an unprovoked assault on the 
proprietor of the Rotonde— and also with forcibly resisting an officer. “Why,” 


he said, “he kicked me in the shins, leaving a scar. Look here!” 


He rolled up his trouser leg, showing a scratch half an inch long. It was useless 
for me to object that my rope-soled shoes wouldn’t have scratched a baby. 
Police courts in France, like police courts everywhere, operate on the theory 
that a policeman’s word is always to be taken against that of an accused 


criminal. 


Things looked black for me until my friends arrived—Laurence and Louis and 
Jacques Rigaut and my wife—bearing with them my identification papers and 
a supply of money. Consulting together, we agreed that the drunken 
policeman must be bribed, and bribed he was: in the general confusion he was 
bribed twice over. He received in all a hundred and thirty francs, at least four 
times as much as was necessary. Standing pigeon-toed before the sergeant at 


the desk and wearing an air of bashful benevolence, he announced that I was 
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a pretty good fellow after all, even though I had kicked him in the shins. Не 


wished to withdraw the charge of resisting an officer. 


My prospects brightened perceptibly. Everyone agreed that the false charge 
was the more serious of the two. For merely punching a stoolpigeon, the 
heaviest sentence I could receive would be a month in jail. Perhaps I would 


escape with a week. 


A preliminary hearing was held on the following evening, after a night in jail 
and a day spent vainly trying to sleep between visits from the police and 
telephone calls from anxious friends. I stopped at the Döme to collect ту 
witnesses; fortunately there was a party that evening and they were easy to 
find. They consisted of nine young ladies in evening gowns. None of them 
had been present at the scene in the Rotonde the night before, but that didn’t 
matter: all of them testified in halting French that I hadn’t been present either; 
the whole affair was an imposition on a writer known for his serious character; 
it was a hoax invented by a café proprietor who was a pig and very impolite 


to American young women. 


The examining magistrate was impressed. He confided later to André Salmon 
that the proprietor of the Rotonde had only his waiters to support the story he 
told, whereas I had nine witnesses, all of them very respectable people, des 
gens trés bien. That helped Salmon to get me out of the scrape, although he 
also brought his own influence to bear. He was a poet and novelist who was 


also a star reporter and covered all the important murder trials for Le Matin. 
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Since magistrates liked to be on good terms with him, he managed to have my 


trial postponed from day to day and finally abandoned. 


But the most amusing feature of the affair, and my justification for dealing 
with it at length, was the effect it produced on my French acquaintances. They 
looked at me with an admiration I could not understand, even when I reflected 
that French writers rarely came to blows and that they placed a high value on 
my unusual action. Years later I realized that by punching a café proprietor in 
the jaw I had performed an act to which all their favorite catchwords could be 
applied. First of all, I had acted for reasons of public morality; bearing no 
private grudge against my victim, I had been disinterested. I had committed 
an indiscretion. acted with violence and disdain for the law, performed an 
arbitrary and significant gesture, uttered a manifesto; in their opinion I had 
shown courage ... For the first time in my life I became a public character. I 
was entertained at dinners and cocktail parties, interviewed for the 
newspapers, asked to contribute to reviews published by the Dadaists in 
Amsterdam, Brussels, Lyon and Belgrade. My stories were translated into 
Hungarian and German. А party of Russian writers then visiting Paris returned 


to Moscow with several of my poems, to be printed in their own magazines. 


The poems were not at all revolutionary in tone, but they dealt with a subject 
that, in those briefly liberal days of the New Economic Policy in Russia, had 
been arousing the enthusiasm of Soviet writers. They were poems about 
America, poems that spoke of movies and skyscrapers and machines, dwelling 
upon them with all the nostalgia derived from two long years of exile. I, too, 


was enthusiastic over America; I had learned from a distance to admire its 
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picturesque qualities. And I was returning to New York with а set of values 
that bore no relation to American life, with convictions that could not fail to 
be misunderstood in a country where Dada was hardly a name, and moral 
judgments on literary matters were thought to be in questionable taste—in a 
city where writers had only three justifications for their acts: they did them to 


make money, or to get their name in the papers, or because they were drunk. 
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Boy Was Не Right! By Patrick Bruskiewich 


The view from the forward portal was spectacular and unique in the Solar 
System, but after ten monotonous days of the same ol’ same ol’ he was bored. 
He was also exhausted. They had just two days left in the data collection then 
it was time to dash home. But they had slipped behind in their schedule and 
had more than two days of work undone. The launch window was narrow, 


just a few hours, and well ... he was not in the mood to tempt fate. 


Beyond his exhaustion he was bored, and tried very hard to hide his inner 
feeling, but the astronaut in the seat next to him knew his state of mind. If her 
hair had not been trimmed back into a severe haircut she would be adorable, 
but her buzz cut made her look stern beyond words. When they first met she 
had soft luxurious red hair down to the small of her back. She looked over at 
him and gave him the evil eye “get back to work!” He smirked and turned 


back to his instruments. “We are running out of time!” she scoured. 

“Yes boss ...” 

“Stop calling me that!” 

“Yes, commander”. He only toyed with her when they were on the backside 
of the planet and not on VOX. It annoyed him to know that all their words 


were being ‘recorded for posterity’. 


He sighed. 
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“Stopped that ... or I will push you out the hatch and you can walk home.” 


She had taken the edge of her words which told him she understood his angst. 
Most other people fight depression in their lives, but for as long as he could 
remember he fought lacunae, which in many ways was much worse than the 
occasional bout of melancholy. He had a busy and brilliant mind, but this was 


not always appreciated by the people around him. How easily he was bored! 


He was on autopilot. Having done this search mode a hundred times in the 
past ten days his fingers took on a life separate from his consciousness as they 


selected modalities on his touch screen. He started to day dream. 


When he was chosen two years ago for the Mission his excitement lasted until 
the third week of training and then his lacunae set in. It took him a 
monumental effort to survive the remaining seventeen and a half months of 
their flight training. When his efficiency and concentration started to fall they 
almost replaced him with a backup crew member. But he rallied through his 
lacunae. When the two of them were launched there was a week of excitement 
but on the rest of their four month transit to Venus he had slipped back into 


his funk. 
It had been hard for him to watch as that little blue dot of an Earth got smaller 


and smaller as they proceeded to the second rock from the sun. It was the first 


time that humans would be visiting the Venetian system, and the two of them 
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would find their names in the record books beside Armstrong and Aldrin, 


Williamson and Paul. 


Why he had chosen to volunteer for a mission to the hellish planet instead of 
Mars is something that journalists had asked him many times, but he had left 
unanswered. He could not explain to them the reason why without losing his 
place on this mission. How could he explain that he was like an extreme 
athlete trying to stay ahead of his adrenaline addiction, when telling the world 
of his battle with lacunae was why he was here. If he had stated the reason 
why the medicos would have booted him not only off this mission but perhaps 


even out of the manned space flight program. 


So every time the journalists asked he wisely steered the question to the 


commander and left it at that. 


The commander broke his daydreaming. “Two minutes to AOS ...” 


“Do we have to do this?” 


“WE have no choice ...” 


“But we are at least four hours behind in our research schedule.” 


“That doesn’t matter to them. Is plain and simple ... no Bucks no Buck 


Rogers.” There was a subdued tone in her voice which told him she agreed 


with his logic but had to abide by their Dictat. 
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“Huh?” He played dumb but he knew what she intimated. The broadcast was 
for PR. 


“You continue your data collection and I will amuse them for you.” 


“Thanks boss ...” This time she let his impertinence slide. 


The intercom staticed them came alive with a familiar voice. “Venture, this 
is Capcom.” She responded immediately and they both waited the six minute 
delay for a reply from Earth. He smiled, waved and then turned back to his 


console. 


He let his fingers run on, as he day dreamed back to when was in grad school 
studying astrophysics. In his second year of grad school he had come across 
the Two Parameter Turbulence Model for (Exo)planetary Formation.! It was 
a controversial theorem that challenged the prevailing model of 


(Exo)planetary Formation. 


The prevailing model, the nebular model, stemmed back to the 17" century 
when Kant and Descartes both speculated about the formation of the Solar 
System. Kant should have known better having written his Critique of Pure 
Reason but the moment they had put pen to paper harm had been done. It was 
naive of them to presume they knew anything about what they wrote about. 
Neither Kant nor Descartes were scientists by any measure of the imagination. 


Kant was at least a thinker of the first order, while Descartes was 
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unexceptional beyond any теазиге. Descartes needed the money and so һе 
wrote about anything and everything thinking more of his stomach than about 
good science. It was because of Descartes’ penchant for mediocrity and mad 
speculation that Newton had evoked his Hypothese Non Fingo, and gave the 


French metaphysician the finger. 


The Two Parameter Turbulence Model for (Exo)planetary Formation 
theorem was based on modern astrophysics and was simply and logically, 
predicated on the radius of the central star and the Reynolds number for 
different categories of materials that coalesce into planetary forms. However 
logical as it may seem, this 21° century theorem had to contend with four 
centuries of inertia and laziness in the thinking of astronomers and 


astrophysicists. 


In was in two short papers by the astrophysicist who proposed the two 
parameter theorem that a qualitative overview was presented of the basic 
structures of the four terrestrial planets Mercury, Venus, Earth and Mars. 
Then out came his prediction that during planetary formation, the segregation 
of materials based on their densities and refractory properties would leave 
large concentrations of Uranium and Thorium within the planet Venus. This 
might mean that at some time in the past the inside of Venus may have gone 
supercritical disrupting the core. This would have an effect on the Venetian 
magnetosphere (and even opened the question as to whether Venus ever had 


a magnetosphere). 
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It was one of these epiphany moments when you strike your forehead with the 


palm of your hand and say “/ could have thought of this.” 


The first idea that had to be set aside was the notion that Venus and Earth were 
sister planets. The second idea to accept is that the segregation of materials 
on their densities and refractory properties would make the inner structure of 
each of the terrestrial planets different from each other. The third idea that a 
giant nuclear reactor within Venus would explain the hellish nature of the 
surface of Venus had been met with a storm of controversy by the 
atmospherics ... the minions who claimed that the hell on Venus was merely 
due to a “run away greenhouse effect.” Every time he heard this from a smart 
aleck astronomer he had wished they would run away ... and take their 


prejudgments with them. 


The author of the Two Parameter Turbulence Model had even received what 
was obviously the offer of a bribe from a prominent Nobel Peace Prize Winner 
who had made his name on Climate Change, the Green House Effect on planet 


Earth. 


How had the astrophysicist responded? He responded as any good scientist 
would writing a series of papers reminding the world that every time you 
combusted an octane molecule you produced not merely eight Carbon 
Dioxide molecules but nine water molecules, using up twelve and a half 
oxygen molecules. He also reminded the world that water is not merely a 
working fluid moving heat from one pace to another on the Earth (something 


that Carbon Dioxide does not do) but he then stood on his soap box and 
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reminded the world that water is а greenhouse gas a thousand times worst that 
Carbon Dioxide. He also wonder as to the long term viability of life while we 
use up Oxygen molecules in this way and asked the valid scientific question 
why no one has studied the time evolution of the partial pressure of Oxygen 


in the post-Industrial atmosphere. 


The out came the Flat Earthers ...the environmental extremists ... and 
Anarchists. A bounty was placed on his head by the Nobel Peace Prize 
Winner. The astrophysicist had to go into hiding. When the Oslo Committee 
pondered this perverse twist of events, for the first time in its history the Nobel 
Peace Prize was stripped from the extremist for his arrogance towards good 
science. The following year the Nobel Peace Prize was offered to the 
astrophysicist who publicly thanked the committee then declined the honor 
for fear for his life and safety. The Oslo Committee decided to not award a 


Nobel Peace Prize that year. 


That was the day he received the phone call from Houston asking him to 
consider serving on Venture. They offered him a day to think about the 
mission but he accepted the challenge immediately and without reservations. 
He owed it to the astrophysicist to do the science to see if there are traces of 
radionucleotides left over from nuclear fission on the surface of atmosphere 


of Venus. 


He turned back to the commander who was doing the best she could under the 
strange circumstances of a live broadcast across such a great distance. The 


broadcast had been stilted. The questions were orchestrated and the Earth side 
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ofthe broadcast had been uploaded to her and she had to sit ather console and 


play act, making the whole thing look natural. 


As he looked at her he thought of how his feeing towards her had softened. 
He also sensed her consideration of him has changed as well as the mission 
progressed in its successes. Nominal launch. Nominal transfer orbit. Nominal 
Venetian orbital insertion. Nominal deployment of the gondola and high 
altitude balloon. Nominal start of nucleotide assay. Nominal ... Nominal ... 


Nominal. Who the hell came up with this word! 


Now that the survey and nucleotide assay portion of their mission to Venus 
was nearly completed she had opened up a bit. She was no longer as cold and 
formal as she had been over the past twenty two months. When she had been 
asked to command Venture she had asked who she would be crewed with and 
when she was told spent an entire day pondering the request. He was not her 


first choice. She had in fact hoped for an ‘all girl’ crew. 


He, on the other hand, was not told in advanced who would command the 
mission, only that it would not be him. She had not been his first choice, not 
even his second or third, but he was wise enough not to hint his 
disappointment when the two were introduced to each other just minutes 


before the press conference announcing the primary Venture crew. 


She was chosen to command because she was a Naval Captain and aviator 
who was also a qualified medical doctor. He on the other has was ‘а mere civi 


...' as She once quipped. He had a Master's in nuclear astrophysics. Her job 


103 


was to get them safely to Venus and back to Earth. His job was to do Фе 


science. 


He smiled as the scatterplot histogram filled with data. For the past eight days 
they had collected nanoparticles from the high atmosphere of Venus. The 
nanoparticles had been sent through a molecular sieve. A mere tera mole of 
lead sulphides had been sequestered and sent to the nuclear assay 


instrumentation. They assayed the lead ratio. 


She turned to him and asked in front ofthe camera, “anything to report?’ He 
could see she had cupped her right hand in the secret signal they had agreed 


upon giving him the green light to share the latest scientific fact. 


He nodded at her. 


“Well,” she said with enthusiasm. 


“He was right ... boy was he right! There is lots of Uranium and Thorium 


within Venus and it hasn't been sitting doing nothing!" 


He did the thumbs up sign. The radionucleotides assay clearly showed that 
not only had there been nuclear reactions within Venus, but they appear to 


still be on going! 


The commander turned back to the camera and cleared her throat. “Well 


Capcom we have accomplished the main purpose of our mission to Venus ... 
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The next few words of hers were music to his ears. 


“Any chance we can move up our return to Earth by a day or two ... over.” 
She pressed the button which turned off the camera, and set VOX to off then 
stood up from her seat and stretched. It was LOS. He watched as she set the 
zipper of her flight suit down a good ten centimeters. As she stretched he 


noticed the gentle slopes of her breast. 

She noticed he had noticed and smiled warmly. “It will take a few hours for 
Mission Control to decide on our request to return early, but given that you 
have made the important measure of trace radionucleotides there is not rea 
reason for us to continue floating here in the atmosphere of Venus. I want to 
get the hell out of here before our balloon pops.” 

“You sure about this?” 

She nodded “it is the commander’s prerogative.” 


“What will we do to celebrate?" 


I am quite sure we shall think of something. She glanced at the clock. “We 


have forty minutes. 


“Yes ... commander.” 
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“Call me Kate.” 


He let the instruments to continue autonomously, stood up and smiled. “Yes, 


Kate.” 


“Shall we join the many mile high club?” 


He was no longer bored. 
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Fearing God and Nothing Else by Winston Churchill 


MIT Mid-Century Convocation, March 31, 1949 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT), Boston, Massachusetts 


I am honoured by your wish that I should take part in the discussions of the 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology. We have suffered in Great Britain by 
the lack of colleges of University rank in which engineering and the allied 
subjects are taught. Industrial production depends on technology and it is 
because the Americans, like the prewar Germans, have realized this and 
created institutions for the advanced training of large numbers of high-grade 
engineers to translate the advances of pure science into industrial technique, 
that their output per head and consequent standard of life are so high. It is 
surprising that England, which was the first country to be industrialized, has 
nothing of comparable stature. If tonight I strike other notes than those of 
material progress, it implies no want of admiration for all the work you have 
done and are doing. My aim, like yours, is to be guided by balance and 


proportion. 


The outstanding feature of the Twentieth Century has been the enormous 
expansion in the numbers who are given the opportunity to share in the larger 
and more varied life which in previous periods was reserved for the few and 
for the very few. This process must continue and we trust at an increasing rate. 
If we are to bring the broad masses of the people in every land to the table of 
abundance, it can only be by the tireless improvement of all our means of 


technical production, and by the diffusion in every form of education of an 
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improved quality to scores of millions of men and women. Even in this 


darkling hour I have faith that this will go on. 


I rejoice in Tennyson's lines: - 


"Men, my brothers, men, the workers, even reaping something new; 


That which they have done but earnest of the things that they shall do." 


I was however a little disquieted that you find it necessary to debate the 
question, to quote Dr. Burchard's opening address, "Whether the problem of 
world production yielding at least a minimum living to the whole population 
can be solved, and whether man has so destroyed the resources of his world 
that he may be doomed to die of starvation." If, with all the resources of 
modern science, we find ourselves unable to avert world famine, we shall all 
be to blame, but a peculiar responsibility would rest upon the scientists. I do 
not believe they will fail, but if they do, or were not allowed to succeed, the 
consequences would be very unpleasant because it is certain that mankind 
would not agree to starve equally, and there might be some very sharp 
disagreements about how the last crust was to be shared. This would simplify 


our problem in an unduly primordial manner. 


I feel somewhat overawed in addressing this vast scientific and learned 
audience on the subjects which your Panels are discussing. I have no technical 
and no university education, and have just had to pick up a few things as I 
went along. Therefore I speak with a diffidence, which I hope to overcome as 


I proceed, on these profound scientific, social and philosophic issues, each of 
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which claims а life-long study for itself, and are now to be examined, as 
schoolmen would say, not only in their integrity but in their relationship, 


meaning thereby not only one by one but all together. 


I was so glad that in the first instance you asked me to talk about the past 
rather than to peer into the future because I know more about the past than I 
do about the future, and I was well content that the President of the United 
States, whose gift of prophecy was so remarkably vindicated by recent 
electoral results, should have accepted that task. We all regret that his heavy 
state duties prevent him from being here tonight. I shall therefore presently 


have to do a little of the peering myself. 


For us in Britain the Nineteenth Century ended amid the glories of the 
Victorian era, and we entered upon the dawn of the Twentieth in high hope 
for our country, our Empire and the world. The latter and larger part of the 
Nineteenth Century had been the period of liberal advance (liberal with a 
small Т please). In 1900 a sense of moving hopefully forward to brighter, 
broader and easier days was predominant. Little did we guess that what has 
been called the Century of the Common Man would witness as its outstanding 
feature more common men killing each other with greater facilities than any 
other five centuries together in the history of the world. But we entered this 
terrible Twentieth Century with confidence. We thought that with improving 
transportation nations would get to know each other better. We believed that 
as they got to know each other better they would like each other more, and 
that national rivalries would fade in a growing international consciousness. 


We took it almost for granted that science would confer continual boons and 
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blessings upon us, would give us better meals, better garments and better 
dwellings for less trouble, and thus steadily shorten the hours of labour and 
leave more time for play, and culture. In the name of ordered but unceasing 
progress, we saluted the Age of Democracy expressing itself ever more widely 
through Parliaments freely and fairly elected on a broad or universal franchise. 
We saw no reason why men and women should not shape their own home life 
and careers without being cramped by the growing complexity of the State, 
which was to be their servant and the protector of their rights. You had the 
famous American maxim "Governments derive their just powers from the 
consent of the governed," and we both noticed that the world was divided into 
peoples that owned the Governments and Governments that owned the 
peoples. At least I heard all this around that time and liked some of it very 


much. 


I was a Minister in the British Liberal Government (large "L" please), returned 
with a great majority in 1906. That new Liberal Government arrived in power 
with much of its message already delivered and most of its aims already 
achieved. The days of hereditary aristocratic privilege were ended or 
numbered. The path was opened for talent in every field of endeavour. 
Primary education was compulsory, universal and free, or was about to 
become so. New problems arising from former successes awaited the new 
Administration. The independence of the proletariat from thralldom involved 
at least a minimum standard of life and labour and security for old age, 
sickness, and the death of the family breadwinner. It was to these tasks of 
social reform and insurance that we addressed ourselves. The name of Lloyd 


George will ever be associated in Great Britain with this new departure. Гат 


110 


proud to have been his Lieutenant in this work and also as а Conservative 
Chancellor of the Exchequer and later as head of the wartime National 
Coalition to have carried these same themes further forward on a magnified 


scale. 


Science presently placed novel and dangerous facilities in the hands of the 
most powerful countries. Humanity was informed that it could make machines 
that would fly through the air and vessels which could swim beneath the 
surface of the seas. The conquest of the air and the perfection of the art of 
flying fulfilled the dream which for thousands of years had glittered in human 
imagination. Certainly it was a marvellous and romantic event. Whether the 
bestowal of this gift upon an immature civilization composed of competing 
nations whose nationalism grew with every advance of democracy and who 
were as yet devoid of international organization, was a blessing or a curse has 
yet to be proved. On the whole I remain an optimist. For good or ill Air 
mastery is today the supreme expression of military power, and fleets and 
armies, however necessary, must accept a subordinate rank. This is a 


memorable milestone in the march of man. 


The submarine, to do it justice, has never made any claim to be a blessing or 
even a convenience. I well remember when it became an accomplished 
military fact of peculiar significance to the British Isles and the British Navy, 
there was a general belief even in the Admiralty where I presided, that no 
nation would ever be so wicked as to use these under-water vessels to sink 
merchantmen at sea. How could a submarine, it was asked, provide for the 


safety of the crews of the merchant ships it sank? Public opinion was shocked 
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when old Admiral Fisher bluntly declared that this would be no bar to their 
being used by the new and growing German Navy in a most ruthless manner. 


His prediction was certainly not stultified by what was soon to happen. 


Here then we have these two novel and potent weapons placed in the hands of 
highly nationalized sovereign States in the early part of the Twentieth 


Century, and both of them dwell with us today for our future edification. 


A third unmeasured sphere opened to us as the years passed, which, for the 
sake of comprehensive brevity, I will describe as Radar. This Radar, with its 
innumerable variants and possibilities, has so far been the handmaiden of the 
air, but it has also been the enemy of the submarine and in alliance with the 


air may well prove its exterminator. 


In the first half of the Twentieth Century, fanned by the crimson wings of war, 
the conquest of the air affected profoundly human affairs. It made the globe 
seem much bigger to the mind and much smaller to the body. The human 
biped was able to travel about far more quickly. This greatly reduced the size 
of his estate, while at the same time creating an even keener sense of its 
exploitable value. In the Nineteenth Century Jules Verne wrote "Round the 
World in Eighty Days". Itseemed a prodigy. Now you can get round it in four; 
but you do not see much of it on the way. The whole prospect and outlook of 
mankind grew immeasurably larger, and the multiplication of ideas also 
proceeded at an incredible rate. This vast expansion was unhappily not 
accompanied by any noticeable advance in the stature of man, either in his 


mental faculties, or his moral character. His brain got no better, but it buzzed 
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more. The scale of events around him assumed gigantic proportions while he 


remained about the same size. 


By comparison therefore he actually became much smaller. We no longer had 
great men directing manageable affairs. The need was to discipline an array 
of gigantic and turbulent facts. To this task we have certainly so far proved 
unequal. Science bestowed immense new powers on man and at the same time 
created conditions which were largely beyond his comprehension and still 
more beyond his control. While he nursed the illusion of growing mastery and 
exulted in his new trappings, he became the sport and presently the victim of 
tides, and currents, of whirlpools and tornadoes amid which he was far more 


helpless than he had been for a long time. 


Hopeful developments in many directions were proceeding in 1914 on both 
sides of the Atlantic and seemed to point to an age of Peace and Plenty when 
suddenly violent events broke in upon them. For more than forty years there 
had been no major war in Europe. Indeed since the Civil War in the United 
States, there had been no great struggle in the West. A spirit of adventure 
stirred the minds of men and was by no means allayed by the general advance 
of prosperity and science. On the contrary prosperity meant power, and 
science offered weapons. We read in the Bible "Jeshurun waxed fat and 
kicked." For several generations Britannia had ruled the waves - for long 


periods at less cost annually than that of a single modern battleship. 


History, will say that this great trust was not abused. American testimony 


about the early period of the Monroe Doctrine is upon record. There was the 
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suppression of the Slave Trade. During our prolonged period of naval 
supremacy undeterred by the rise of foreign tariffs, we opened our ports freely 
to the commerce of the world. Our Colonial and oriental empire, even our 
coastal trade, was free to the shipping of all the nations on equal terms. We in 
no way sought to obstruct the rise of other States or Navies. For nearly the 
whole of the Nineteenth Century the monopoly of sea power in British hands 
was a trust discharged faithfully in the general interest. But now in the first 
decade of the Twentieth Century with new patterns of warships, naval 
rivalries became acute and fierce. Civilized Governments began to think in 
Dreadnoughts. It would in such a setting have been very difficult to prevent 


the First World War. 


There was of course one way - one way then as now - the creation of an 
international instrument, strong enough to adjust the disputes of nations and 
enforce its decisions against an aggressor. Much wisdom, eloquence and 
earnest effort was devoted to this theme in which the United States took the 
lead, but we only got as far as the World Court at the Hague and improvements 
in the Geneva Convention. The impulses towards a trial of strength in Europe 
were the stronger. Germany, demanding her 'place in the sun', was faced by a 
resolute France with her military honour to regain. England, in accordance 
with her foreign policy of three hundred years, sustained the weaker side. 
France found an ally in the Russia of the Czars and Germany in the crumbling 
Empire of the Hapsburgs. The United States, for reasons which were natural 
and traditional, but no longer so valid as in the past, stood aloof and expected 


to be able to watch as a spectator, the thrilling, fearful drama unfold from 
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across what was then called "the broad Atlantic." These expectations were not 


borne out by what happened. 


High hopes and spacious opportunities awaited the victorious allies when they 
assembled at Versailles after four and a half years of hideous mechanical 
slaughter, illuminated by infinite sacrifice, but not remarkably relieved by 
strategy or generalship. War, stripped of every pretention of glamour or 
romance had been brought home to the masses of the peoples in forms never 
before experienced except by the defeated. To stop another war was the 
supreme object and duty of the statesmen who met as friends and allies around 
the Peace Table. They made great errors. The doctrine of self-determination 
was not the remedy for Europe, which needed above all things, unity and 
larger groupings. The idea that the vanquished could pay the expenses of the 
victors was a destructive and crazy delusion. The failure to strangle 
Bolshevism at its birth and to bring Russia, then prostrate, by one means or 
another, into the general democratic system lies heavy upon us today. 
Nevertheless the statesmen at Versailles, largely at the inspiration of President 
Wilson, an inspiration implemented effectively by British thought, created the 
League of Nations. This is their defense before history, and had the League 


been resolutely sustained and used, it would have saved us all. 


This was not to be. Another ordeal even more appalling than the first lay 
before us. Even when so much else had failed we could have obtained a 
prolonged peace, lasting all our lives at least, simply by keeping Germany 
disarmed in accordance with the Treaty, and by treating her with justice and 


magnanimity. This latter condition was very nearly achieved at Locarno in 
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1928, but the failure to enforce the disarmament clauses and above all to 
sustain the League of Nations, both of which purposes could easily have been 
accomplished, brought upon us the Second World War. Once again the 
English speaking world gloriously but narrowly emerged, bleeding and 
breathless, but united as we never were before. This unity is our present 
salvation, because after all our victories, we are now faced by perils, both 
grave and near, and by problems more dire than have ever confronted 


Christian civilization, even in this Twentieth Century of storm and change. 


There remains however a key of deliverance. It is the same key which was 
searched for by those who laboured to set up the World Court at the Hague in 
the early years of the century. It is the same conception as animated President 
Wilson and his colleagues at Versailles, namely the creation of a world 
instrument capable at least of giving to all its members Security against 
Aggression. The United Nations Organization which has been erected under 
the inspiring leadership of my great wartime friend, President Roosevelt, in 
place of the former League, has so far been rent and distracted by the 
antagonism of Soviet Russia and by the fundamental schism which has opened 
between Communism and the rest of mankind. But we must not despair. We 
must persevere, and if the gulf continues to widen, we must make sure that 
the cause of Freedom is defended by all the resources of combined forethought 
and superior science. Here lies the best hope of averting a third world struggle, 


and a sure means of coming through it without being enslaved or destroyed. 


One of the questions which we are debating here is defined as "the failure of 


social and political institutions to keep pace with material and technical 
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change." Scientists should never underrate the deep-seated qualities of human 
nature and how, repressed in one direction they will certainly break out in 
another. The genus homo if I may display my Latin - is a tough creature who 
has travelled here by a very long road. His nature has been shaped and his 
virtues ingrained by many millions of years of struggle, fear and pain, and his 
spirit has, from the earliest dawn of history, shown itself upon occasion 
capable of mounting to the sublime, far above material conditions or mortal 


terrors. He still remains as Pope described him two hundred years ago: 


"Placed on this Isthmus of a middle State 
A being darkly wise and rudely great 
Created half to rise and half to fall 

Great Lord of all things, yet a prey to all. 
Sole Judge of truth in endless error hurled, 
The glory, jest and riddle of the world." 


In his Introductory address, Dr. Burchard, the Dean of Humanities, spoke with 
awe of "an approaching scientific ability to control men's thoughts with 
precision." I shall be very content if my task in this world is done before that 
happens. Laws just or unjust may govern men's actions. Tyrannies may 
restrain or regulate their words. The machinery of propaganda may pack their 
minds with falsehood and deny them truth for many generations of time. But 
the soul of man thus held in trance or frozen in a long night can be awakened 
by a spark coming from God knows where and in a moment the whole 
structure of lies and oppression is on trial for its life. Peoples in bondage 


should never despair. Science no doubt could if sufficiently perverted 
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exterminate us all but it is not in the power of material forces in any period 
which the youngest here tonight need take into practical account, to alter the 
main elements in human nature or restrict the infinite variety of forms in 


which the soul and genius of the human race can and will express itself. 


How right you are in this great Institution of technical study and achievement 
to keep a Dean of Humanities and give him so commanding a part to play in 
your discussions! No technical knowledge can outweigh knowledge of the 
humanities in the gaining of which philosophy and history walk hand in hand. 
Our inheritance of well-founded slowly conceived codes of honour, morals 
and manners, the passionate convictions which so many hundreds of millions 
share together of the principles of freedom and justice, are far more precious 
to us than anything which scientific discoveries could bestow. Those whose 
minds are attracted or compelled to rigid and symmetrical systems of 
government should remember that logic, like science, must be the servant and 
not the master of man. Human beings and human societies are not structures 
that are built or machines that are forged. They are plants that grow and must 
be tended as such. Life is a test and this world a place of trial. Always the 
problems or it may be the same problem will be presented to every generation 
in different forms. The problems of victory may be even more baffling than 
those of defeat. However much the conditions change, the supreme question 
is how we live and grow and bloom and die, and how far each life conforms 


to standards which are not wholly related to space or time. 


Here I speak not only to those who enjoy the blessings and consolation of 


revealed religion but also to those who face the mysteries of human destiny 
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alone. The Нате of Christian ethics is still our highest guide. То guard and 
cherish it is our first interest, both spiritually and materially. The fulfilment of 
Spiritual duty in our daily life is vital to our survival. Only by bringing it into 
perfect application can we hope to solve for ourselves the problems of this 


world and not of this world alone. 


I cannot speak to you here tonight without expressing to the United States - as 
I have perhaps some right to do - the thanks of Britain and of Europe for the 
splendid part America is playing in the world. Many nations have risen to the 
summit of human affairs, but here is a great example where new-won 
supremacy has not been used for self-aggrandisement but only for further 


sacrifice. 


Three years ago I spoke at Fulton under the auspices of President Truman. 
Many people here and in my own country were startled and even shocked by 
what I said. But events have vindicated and fulfilled in much detail the 


warnings which I deemed it my duty to give at that time. 


Today there is a very different climate of opinion. I am in cordial accord with 
much that is being done. We have, as dominating facts, the famous Marshall 
Aid, the new unity in Western Europe and now the Atlantic Pact. How has 
this tremendous change in our outlook and policy been accomplished? The 
responsible Ministers in all the countries concerned deserve high credit. There 
is credit enough for all. In my own country the Foreign Secretary, Mr. Bevin, 
who has come here to sign the Atlantic Pact, has shown himself indifferent to 


mere party popularity in dealing with these great national issues. He has 
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shown himself, like many American public men, above теге partisan interest 
in dealing with these national and world issues. No one could however have 
brought about these immense changes in the feeling of the United States, 
Great Britain and Europe but for the astounding policy of the Russian Soviet 
Government. We may well ask, "Why have they deliberately acted so as to 
unite the free world against them?" It is certainly not because there are not 
very able men among them. Why have they done it? I offer you my own 
answer to this strange conundrum. It is because they fear the friendship of the 
West more than its hostility. They cannot afford to allow free and friendly 
intercourse to grow up between the vast area they control and the civilization 
of the West. The Russian people must not see what goes on outside, and the 
world must not see what goes on inside the Soviet domain. Fourteen men in 
the Kremlin, holding down hundreds of millions of people and aiming at the 
rule of the world feel that at all costs they must keep up the barriers. Self- 
preservation, not for Russia but for themselves, lies at the root and is the 


explanation of their sinister and malignant policy. 


In consequence of the Soviet conduct the relations of Communist Russia with 
the other great powers of the world are without precedent in history. Measures 
and counter-measures have been taken on many occasions which in any 
previous period could only have meant armed conflict. The situation has been 
well described by distinguished Americans as the "cold war." And the 
question is asked "Are we winning the cold war?" This cannot be decided by 
looking at Europe alone. We must also look to Asıa. The worst disaster since 
our victory has been the collapse of China under Communist attack and 


intrigue. China, in which the United States have always taken a high interest, 
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comprises an immense part of the population of the world. The absorption of 
China and India into the Kremlin-controlled Communist Empire, would 
certainly bring measureless bloodshed and misery to eight or nine hundred 


million people. 


On the other hand, the position in Europe has so far been successfully 
maintained. The prodigious effort of the Berlin Air Lift has carried us through 
the winter. Time, though dearly-bought, has been gained for peace. The 
efficiency of the American and British Air Forces has been proved and 
improved. Most of allthe spectacle of the British and Americans trying to feed 
the two million Germans in Berlin, while the Soviet Government was trying 
to starve them, has been an object lesson to the German people far beyond 
anything that words could convey. I trust that small and needless provocations 
of German sentiment may be avoided by the Western Powers. The revival and 
union of Europe cannot be achieved without the earnest and freely given aid 


of the German people. 


The Air Lift has fully justified itself. Nevertheless, fear and its shadows brood 
over Western Europe today. A month ago in Brussels I spoke to a meeting of 
30,000 Belgians. I could feel at once their friendship and their anxiety. They 
have no Atlantic Ocean, no English Channel, between them and the Russian 
Communist armoured divisions. Yet they bravely and ardently support the 
cause of United Europe. I was also conscious of the hope and faith which they, 


like the Greek people, place in the United States. 


121 


We are now confronted with something quite as wicked but in some ways 
more formidable than Hitler, because Hitler had only the Herrenvolk pride 
and anti-Semitic hatred to exploit. He had no fundamental theme. But these 
fourteen men in the Kremlin have their hierarchy and a church of Communist 
adepts, whose missionaries are in every country as a Fifth Column, awaiting 
the day when they hope to be the absolute masters of their fellow-countrymen 
and pay off old scores. They have their anti-God religion and their Communist 
doctrine of the entire subjugation of the individual to the State. Behind this 
stands the largest Army in the world, in the hands of a Government pursuing 


Imperialist expansion, as no Czar or Kaiser had ever done. 


I must not conceal from you the truth as I see it. It is certain that Europe would 
have been communized and London under bombardment some time ago but 


for the deterrent of the Atomic Bomb in the hands of the United States. 


Another question is also asked. Is time on our side? That is not a question that 
can be answered except within strict limits. We have certainly not an 
unlimited period of time before a settlement should be achieved. The utmost 
vigilance should be practised but I do not think myself that violent or 
precipitate action should be taken now. War is not inevitable. The Germans 
have a wise saying, "The trees do not grow up to the sky." Often something 
happens to turn or mitigate the course of events. Four or five hundred years 
ago Europe seemed about to be conquered by the Mongols. Two great battles 
were fought almost on the same day near Vienna and in Poland. In both of 
these the chivalry and armed power of Europe was completely shattered by 


the Asiatic hordes. It seemed that nothing could avert the doom of the famous 
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Continent from which modern civilization and culture have spread throughout 
the world. But at the critical moment the Great Khan died. The succession was 
vacant, and the Mongol armies and their leaders trooped back on their ponies 
across the seven thousand miles which separated them from their capital in 


order to choose a successor. They never returned till now. 


We need not abandon hope or patience. Many favorable processes are on foot. 
Under the impact of Communism all the free nations are being welded 
together as they never have been before and never could be, but for the harsh 
external pressure to which they are being subjected. We have no hostility to 
the Russian people and no desire to deny them their legitimate rights and 
security. I hoped that Russia, after the war, would have access, through 
unfrozen waters, into every ocean, guaranteed by the World Organization of 
which she would be a leading member; that she should have the freest access, 
which indeed she has at the present time, to raw materials of every kind; and 
that the Russians everywhere would be received as brothers in the human 
family. That still remains our aim and ideal. We seek nothing from Russia but 
goodwill and fair play. If, however, there is to be a war of nerves, let us make 
sure our nerves are strong and are fortified by the deepest convictions of our 
hearts. If we persevere steadfastly together, and allow no appeasement of 
tyranny and wrong-doing in any form, it may not be our nerve or the structure 


of our civilization which will break, and peace may yet be preserved. 


This is a hard experience in the life of the world. After our great victory, which 
we believed would decide the struggle for freedom for our time at least, we 


thought we had deserved better of fortune. But unities and associations are 
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being established by many nations throughout the free world with aspeed and 
reality which would not have been achieved perhaps for generations. Of all 
these unities the one most precious to me is the fraternal association between 
the British Commonwealth of Nations and the United States. Do not underrate 
the strength of Britain. As I said at Fulton, "Do not suppose that half a century 
from now you will not see seventy or eighty millions of Britons spread about 
the world and united in defence of our traditions, our way of life, and the world 


causes which you and we espouse." United we stand secure. 


Let us then move forward together in discharge of our mission and our duty, 


fearing God and nothing else. 
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Pictorial: A Living Tribute to Boucher 
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Poetry 
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If Only They Knew Бу АК Kurosawa 


I wished Iknew 
what turned boys off 
because I know what 


turns them on. 


Beer and baseball, 
yes that’s a Japanese thing! 
manga with 


too much exposed 


School girls in their 

short skirts 

taking the subway 

with their panties 
showing as they hang 
tight to their school books 
with one arm and 

to the strap overhead 


with the other. 


There was a time when 
I too struggled 
there in the subway 


and had tubby 
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sweating boys, 


try to film me up skirt/ 


If only they knew 
what turned me on 
then I would have 
given them for free 
what they tried to 


steal from me 


If they had carried 
my books — they would 


not have needed their manga. 
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What Loneliness Is by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Loneliness is walking in the 
Shadows of the Cherry 
Blossoms and having no one to 


Share the moment with. 


Loneliness is seeing how pink 
And beautiful they are 
And being reminded of the 


Wonders of the woman you love. 


Loneliness is watching the 
Cherry Blossoms dance 
Through space and time reminding 


You each moment if fleeting. 


Loneliness is walking alone 
Along the boulevards of life and 
Realizing no one presses close to 


your arm to ask ... Do you love me? 


129 


Pictorial: Something Biblical ... 
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The Big Apple is Back! by William Webster 


The Big Apple is back! 

We have rid ourselves 

of pest and pestilence 

The air is ... well ... 

Not so heavy anymore, 
And our streets will 
perhaps ... never be 

the same as I remember 
then from a few years back, 
but now what we have 

to watch out for are 

wild taxis drivers 

and their NY fares, 

the trucker drinking his beer 
as he delivers his ware 

the j's who walk across 


the street unawares. 


We no longer have to 
cur-trump across town 
nor dodge the ambulances 


speeding their way to poxy 


Yes, the Big Apple is Great Again! 
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We have all made it so. 

The same way it came back in 1922 
After el grand plagio espagniol 
Perhaps we will go crazy again and roar 


A few years before the next great crash. 
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If you are а dandelion Бу Rose Lang 


If you are a dandelion 
Among the daffodils 


You might not be noticed 


But... 


If you are a dandelion 
Among the roses 


You might be plucked! 
If you are a dandelion 
Among the weeds 

You might be welcomed 
But... 

If you are a dandelion 


Among the flowers 


They will push you out! 


133 


Pictorial: I Don’t Care That I'm Short! 


| DON'T CARE THAT |М SHORT. 


AT LEAST TALL PEOPLE HAVE To 
LOWER THEIR HEADS ТО SEE US. 
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Pictorials 
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Kitty Cosplay Costumes by Umi 


[Tokyo] Meow ... My name is Umi. I am just turning twenty. 


For the past four years I have been a cosplay gravure model. I let 
photographers take pictures of me but it is always when I am wearing clothes 
or costumes. Only my mother and my doctor have seen me not wearing 


anything (oh ... Гат shy even my doctor is a woman). 


The first time I let a photographer take a picture of me in costume was when 
I was sixteen and was walking through an outdoor summer cosplay 
convention in Tokyo. I was there with my high school girl friends and we 
were all dressed up in our favorite costumes. I was wearing a costume that I 
had put together at the last minute. It was a Kitty Cat costume with ears that 
I made. It was not a very good costume so I was surprised when a 
photographer at the convention wanted to take my picture. I let him but only 
as I stood behind my friends who had much better costumes. He gave me his 
card afterwards but I threw it away. I did not want to be tempted. One of my 


friends told me the photographer had a reputation. 


I like wearing Kitty Cat costumes. In Japan there is a type of cosplay all about 
Kitty Cats. Some of these costumes are made of black leather. These are for 
women who prowl the nights looking for trouble. I dress as a day and indoor 


Cat trying to stay out of trouble. Meow .... 
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I dyed my hair for this photoshoot. Do you like the colors? Is it purrfect? 
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Figuratives from Sex Magazine, November 1926 


NOVEMBER 
1926 


‚ 25 


Сап Меп and Women Be Friends? 
Sex Rivalry — Motherhood- 
The Reason Gentlemen Prefer Blondes 
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Pictorial: How Now! My Little Chickadee 
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Рорсогп 


(Popcorn: Popular + Corny ...} 
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Here I Sit to Write Poetry by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Oh well, can’t you see 


here I sit to write poetry 
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АП my words rhyme this way 


All my words they rhyme each day 
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Тоо тисһ СоЁее 


Too much tea ... 
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Damn ... 


Now I must go and .... 
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Well you know ... 


Gothic Urinal, in the men’s room at the Little Bottle Museum, Norway 
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Pictorial: Are You Bored Like І Am? 


Ian Fleming, 1962 
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Тһе Surréal 
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Роет by Sylvia Plath 


The Colossus 


I shall never get you put together entirely, 
Pieced, glued, and properly jointed. 

Mule-bray, pig-grunt and bawdy cackles 
Proceed from your great lips. 

It's worse than a barnyard. 

Perhaps you consider yourself an oracle, 
Mouthpiece of the dead, or of some god or other. 
Thirty years now I have laboured 

To dredge the silt from your throat. 

I am none the wiser. 

Scaling little ladders with gluepots and pails of lysol 
I crawl like an ant in mourning 

Over the weedy acres of your brow 

To mend the immense skull-plates and clear 

The bald, white tumuli of your eyes. 

A blue sky out of the Oresteia 

Arches above us. O father, all by yourself 

You are pithy and historical as the Roman Forum. 
I open my lunch on a hill of black cypress. 

Your fluted bones and acanthine hair are littered 
In their old anarchy to the horizon-line. 


It would take more than a lightning-stroke 
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To create such а ruin. 

Nights, I squat in the cornucopia 

Of your left ear, out of the wind, 

Counting the red stars and those of plum-colour. 
The sun rises under the pillar of your tongue. 
My hours are married to shadow. 

No longer do I listen for the scrape of a keel 


On the blank stones of the landing. 


Suicide Off Egg Rock 


Behind him the hotdogs split and drizzled 

On the public grills, and the ochreous salt flats, 
Gas tanks, factory stacks—that landscape 

Of imperfections his bowels were part of — 
Rippled and pulsed in the glassy updraught. 

Sun struck the water like a damnation. 

No pit of shadow to crawl into, 

And his blood beating the old tattoo 

Iam, I am, I am. Children 

Were squealing where combers broke and the spindrift 
Ravelled wind-ripped from the crest of the wave. 
A mongrel working his legs to a gallop 

Hustled a gull flock to flap off the sandspit. 


He smouldered, as if stone-deaf, blindfold, 


172 


His body beached with the sea's garbage, 

A machine to breathe and beat forever. 

Flies filing in through a dead skate's eyehole 
Buzzed and assailed the vaulted brain chamber. 
The words in his book wormed off the pages. 


Everything glittered like blank paper. 


Everything shrank in the sun's corrosive 
Ray but Egg Rock on the blue wastage. 


He heard when he walked into the water 


The forgetful surf creaming on those ledges. 


Metaphors 


I'm a riddle in nine syllables, 

An elephant, a ponderous house, 

A melon strolling on two tendrils. 

O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers! 

This loaf's big with its yeasty rising. 
Money's new-minted in this fat purse. 
I'm a means, a stage, a cow in calf. 
I've eaten a bag of green apples, 


Boarded the train there's no getting off. 


173 


From War to Реасе їп one Minute by aDDa 


Bomb 
Boob 
Boom 
Moon 
Moan 
Moat 
Boat 
Coat 
Goat 
Gout 
Lout 
Lost 
Lose 


Love 
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Pictorial: Something Surreal ... 
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The Tiger by William Blake 


Tiger, tiger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 


Gould frame thy fearful symmetry? 


In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 


What the hand dare seize the fire? 


And what shoulder and what art 
Gould twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And, when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and what dread feet? 


What the hammer? What the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 


Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 


When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water’d heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 


Did He who made the lamb make thee? 
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Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 


Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 
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Harry’s ABC of Mixing Cocktails (1922) 
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Harry’s Preface (1924) 


The purpose of this little pocket manual is to provide an unerring and infallible 
guide to that vast army of workers which is engaged in catering to the public 
from behind bars of the countless "hotels," "buffets," and "Clubs" of every 
description throughout the English -speaking world and on the Continent. The 
work is most unique and original, as it is alphabetically indexed, and easy to 
refer to in a rush. This little volume should, and will be, the constant 
companion of all progressive barmen, both proprietors and employees, 
because, unlike a hand manual, it subjects the student to no trouble or 
inconvenience, and is absolutely invaluable in the intelligent prosecution of 


his work. 


There have been a number of hand books published containing instructions 
for the mixing of drinks, etc., but such works are not adaptable by reason of 
their cumbersome proportions. They are left lying around on shelves and in 
odd places, rarely are they readily accessible, and often they cannot be found 
at all when wanted. This pocket bartenders’ guide, which the author most 
unqualifiedly recommends as the best and only one which has ever been 
written to fill every requirement, contains about 300 recipes for all kinds of 
modern cocktails and mixed drinks, together with appropriate toasts and 
valuable hints and instructions relating to the bar business in all its details, and 
which, if faithfully studied , will enable the veriest novice in the business to 
become an expert mixer and a thoroughly competent bartender in a 


remarkably short time. 
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The work is also an excellent guide for private individuals- ladies and 
gentlemen who entertain in their homes-as ample and explicit directions for 
making and serving these delicious beverages are given. Stewards of clubs, 
dining-car managers, and butlers in private families, and all those who cater 
to the exclusive classes, will find this work an almost indispensable aid to 
them іп the performance of their duties. The merit and honour involved in any 
occupation - with all that this assertion implies -lies wholly in the 
conscientious and intelligent manner in which the duties of that occupation 
are discharged. In recent years the bar business, keeping pace with other 
departments of commercial enterprise to which our growing and complex 
civilization has given impetus, has developed into a profession requiring the 
highest order of scientific skill to ensure success to all those engaged in the 
dispensing of liquors who are ambitious to elevate their business to the very 
highest plane of excellence this pocket guide will appeal with greater force 
after they shall have examined its contents and rea li zed the full extent of its 
usefulness and value . Prompted more by a desire to confer a lasting benefit 
upon fellow workers in the great art of mixing drinks than from any business 
consideration, this little work is most confidently entrusted to the kindly 
consideration and the fair and impartial judgment of the profession by t h e 
author, late of Plaza, New York ; Casino Municipal, Enghien, and Nice; and 
of Ciro’s, London and Deauville, now proprietor of Harry's New York Bar, 5. 


Rue Daunou, Paris. 


Harry McElhone 
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HARRY'S АВС ОЕ MIXING COCKTAILS 


As there has been such a great demand for my А В С of Mixing Cocktails 
since Пей Ciro's London, to open a p lace of my own in Paris, known far and 
wide as Harry's New York Bar, 5, Rue Daunou, Paris, in this new edition I 
have added all the latest cocktails; at the same time, as I am now a proprietor, 
there are a few things which may be of some service to those pushing young 
men who want to branch out themselves. If you want to make your business 
successful, you must obtain, right from the start, the best staff possible, for the 
better your assistants, the more friends you will make, and better you will be 
able to conduct your business; having secured your employees, pay them well, 
and treat them as they ought to be treated-politely, and in that way set them a 


good example . 


Don't ignore the people who work for you, that will be the most serious 
mistake you can make. Treat them kindly and encourage them to take an 
interest in your business, for no man can succeed with employees who fail to 
interest themselves in his interests, or you may be carrying dead wood in your 
payroll and you are bound to suffer for it. It is a fact that when the employees 
are not treated right, the proprietor acting harshly or with an overbearing 
manner, never having a good word for anyone, he will fail to make a success; 
for his employees instead of caring for his interests will be antagonistic to 
him, caring little whether his business runs down or not. Employers and 
employees should be in harmony with one another, in every direction the 
proprietor looking upon his assistants as friends, regarding them with a family 


feeling, while they should have the proper respect for him as an authorized 
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manager, but with no fear, and certainly with no idea of treating him 


familiarly. 


Another item to which you should pay particular attention is to let your 
employees go off duty at the hours designated, and not detain them. The 
employees, too, are to be just as precise in going to work at the exact minute 
specified; there should be a perfect system of working hours, the time of which 
is not to be disregarded by either party. If business is a success it is advisable 
to give an occasional extra holiday, in proper proportion, providing the 
assistant is worthy, from long and earnest service; or if possible, in the 
summer season, to let the employees to have it at different times, thought this 
is naturally a difficult matter in our line of business. And if the proprietor is 
successful he should not display a pride in his own rise, and imagine it is all 
the result of his own brilliant mind, claiming entire credit for his financial 
progress, but acknowledge his indebtedness to his helpers, for without their 
assistance he would not have made such a rapid advance on the ladder of 
success. Give encouragement where it is due, but no let them think that it is 
by their efforts alone your business has prospered, for if you flatter them too 
much, you can easily spoil the best of men in your employ. Treat everyone 
fairly and justly and have no favorites, one man's money is, all things 
considered, as good as another 's, providing he is not so intoxicated that he 
should be refused. And here is where the good saloon - keeper's best judgment 
comes into play, he should know how to treat the man who has drunk too 
much, and he should be careful not to abuse him. There are times when money 
laid on the bar should not be accepted; it is a difficult matter to lay down rules 


for such cases, in fact it is impossible; consider if you like that you are in 
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business for the sake of money, but not а t the expense of your reputation. 
Have no special bottles for special customers, don't spoil your trade by giving 
away too much or treating too often, but be fair and just, give value for money 
received, and you will find it the surest and most satisfactory way to 


prosperity. 


BE A BUSINESS MAN. 
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Arrangement of a Bar 


The practical proprietor who expects the best possible results from his bar- 
tenders will pay especial attention to the making and arrangement of what is 
known as the working bench, which is really one of the most important 
fixtures' in a bar. I have seen many a handsome establishment here and abroad 
which has a bench that hampers and impedes the work of a good barman. This 
is a place in the making of which no reasonable expense should be spared. It 
should be lined with tinned copper. The plumbing should be open and 
sanitary. The sink for water should be made with rounded edges, so as to make 


cleaning a simple matter. The liquor box should be arranged as plan shown, 


Space lor bitor bottles ete — 


Pan of working bench underneath bar counter 


to contain at least nine metal tubes to contain the following bottles: 


e One Bottle of Gin. 
e One Bottle of French Vermouth, 


e One Bottle of Italian Vermouth. 
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e Опе Bottle of Куе Whisky, 

e Опе Bottle of Scotch, 

e Опе Bottle of bottle orange juice, 
e Опе Bottle of bottle lemon juice, 


e Two Siphons. 


The bottles should fit freely in the tubes up to the neck. The ice box, which is 
to hold the broken ice, should have a false bottom of perforated wood, as an 
ice pick, even in the hands of a careful man, is liable to do a lot of damage. 
Everything below the bench should be open, and a well-made box for empty 
bottles kept where it can be conveniently reached. The floor should be kept 
clean and drained, and covered with slat work. The run behind the average bar 
is usually unclean and damp, and there is no excuse for such a condition of 
affairs, which is caused by either poor drainage or carelessness on the part of 


the bar-tender. 


If the space behind the under part of the bar is dark it should be lighted 
artificially, an d the extra expense will be more than made up by the saving 
resulting from less breakages. The bench facing should be of corrugated metal 
with a pitch sufficient to make drainage an easy matter. Don't forget to have 
the receptacle for powdered sugar and your fruits, etc, in a place that will be 


convenient to reach as well as dry. 
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When mixing, Фе wisest plan for the novice is to pour ingredients in the 
shaker first and afterwards add the ice, as then a mistake can easily be 
rectified. Great care should be taken to a void using snowy ice, which 
dissolves too quickly and gives the beverage a watery flavor. How to hold 
your shaker, and strain, is better explained by the photo on cover and 
frontispiece. As to stirring a cocktail this is clone in a large bar glass (pint 
size) by stirring briskly with a long bar spoon. This practice was not in much 
use in New York just before America went dry, in fact the only time it is 
necessary to stir a cocktail is when you arc mixing drinks containing an 


effervescent liquid. 
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Tending Bar 


Bar-tending may, to the man who knows nothing about it, seem a very simple 
matter; but like everything else it is a business, and requires considerable 
study to become an expert. Of course this is leaving the mixing of d rinks 
entirely out of consideration; what is referred to now is the act of waiting upon 
a customer so that there will be no hitch of any kind nor any misunderstanding. 
The successful barman of to-day is alert, bright, cheerful, and courteous, 
speaks when spoken to, or only so far as a query concerning the drink, is clean 


and neat in dress and makes no unnecessary display of jewelry. 


To be abrupt, insolent, to talk (оо much, or to be slovenly in appearance is a 


positive detriment, and is inexcusable. 


When mixed drinks are called for, they should be mixed above the counter 
and in full view of the customer. There should be no mistakes and no 
accidents, as at that particular time they arc inexcusable, everything should be 
done neatly and with dispatch. Nine men out of ten should be served quickly 
and without any unnecessary fuss. Remember that perfect service is half the 
game; after the drinks have been served and paid for and change delivered, 
the debris should be immediately cleared away and the bar wiped dry. Bear in 
mind that a place for everything will save a lot of time, trouble and confusion, 
especially behind the bar, and no rush should interfere with this system. This 
especially applies to the working bench. That subject has been touched on 
before in a previous chapter, but too much cannot be said on it, as it is of 


immense importance. 
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The really good bar-tender is the man who has the ability of suiting and 
pleasing his customer; who recognizes that there are several grades of 
cocktails: mild, medium and strong, and observes any suggestions which may 
be made concerning them. There are a certain number of men behind the bar 
who think they know it all, and who turn out drinks irrespective of the 
individual taste of the men most to be considered-- those who pay- for them 
and drink them. It will not take a good bar-tender long to work up a big 
personal following which may be of great value to him later on if he has a 


place of his own. 
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Hints to Bar-Tenders 


While there are really few rules which a bartender may be governed, yet the 
new man in the business ought to have some sort of a guide, so that he can 
conduct himself in a manner that will do credit to the establishment and give 
satisfaction to the customer. He should be polite, prompt, and attentive at all 
times, and never lose his temper under any circumstances. It is important that 
he should always be cheerful and answer all questions put to him in as 
intelligent a manner as possible. He should be cheerful and amicable at all 
times, and try and memorize his clients’ names, as it always pleases the clients 


when he remembers them and their particular kind of beverage. 


Above all things, it is necessary that he should be well and neatly dressed, 
without show, and while on the subject of dressing, it might as well be 
mentioned that nothing is better or more appropriate than a white bar-jacket 
and white apron, spotlessly clean. Assume now, that a customer has stepped 
up to the bar. Inquire as to his wants. If it is a mixed drink prepare it above 
the counter as expeditiously as possible. Do all the work in plain view, for 
there is nothing to conceal and do it as it ought to be done, without any attempt 
at unusual elaboration. Above all things be neat. Sec that the glasses are 
brightly polished and that everything that is used to prepare the drink is 
perfectly clean. If there is no rush, attend to the customer until he has finished 
drinking and left the bar. Then the bar should be immediately and thoroughly 
cleaned and it will not have the untidy and sloppy appearance for which many 
places are noted. Also clean the glasses and put them back where they belong, 


so as to have them ready for the next time used. During your daily work don 
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t overlook the bar bench, but keep it neat and in good working order. Too 
much attention cannot be paid to this part of the bar, and a good bar-tender 


can always be told by the way his bench looks. 


When you are behind the bar don't smoke. Don't, under any circumstances, 
drink with customers while on duty. When your work for the day is finished 
don't hang around; get out at once. Don't shake dice or play games of chance 


with customers. 


Familiarity breeds contempt. Don't get too chummy with people on short 
notice. Look out for the hangers-on. They are always knockers. Let all 
customers have all the arguments among themselves; a good listener is a wise 
man. Therefore do your work conscientiously , holding the minor details of 
each day's business well in hand, and do not invent new drinks (which are 
often purely revamped old ones) unless you really have discovered something 
of intrinsic merit. In this age of great progress and many kinds of drinks it 
seems to have become the mission of almost every dilettante to provide a new 
drink for every other dilettante, and the result is that we are literally entangled 
in meshes of inextricable complications. The experienced bar-tender is heart- 
sick, the novice is dismayed. It is safe to state that not one drinker out of 
100,000 could, for a lottery grand prize, enumerate fifty modern drinks 
outside of the straight drinks, but do not be dismayed nor discouraged. This 
little volume contains all the drinks that you will ever have occasion to use; 
but they are here if needed, and easy to refer to at a second's notice. After, all, 
most of these modern drinks outside of the old standards are only slight 


variations from the parent mixture, and are obtained by the addition of a dash 
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of this and а dash of that, etc., and they are ephemeral. Апа lastly, when 
looking for a change of jobs, don't forget cheap bar-tenders are of very little 
use, and there is no reason why a man ought to be cheap. As а гше, a cheap 


man is worthless except for a cheap place. 
The most practical article for measuring purposes is a "gigger," which used to 


be in general use in America. The "gigger" is of silver plated metal, cone- 


shaped at both ends to contain 1/3 and 2/3 of liquor. 
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PETER F. HEERING 


COPENHAGEN 
By Appointment Y to 
Purveyor of His Majesty 
Cherry Brandy King George V. 


CHERRY BRANDY 


Delicious in Cocktails 


| ТВУ А 
“HEERING СНЕКІЅНЕК” 


+ Heering Cherry Brandy, } French Vermouth, with 
dash of Peach Bitters 


1077200 
VERMOUTH 


(ITALIAN) 
NOT TOO SWEET ; NOT TOO DRY 


Makes the Best Cocktails 
“MARTINI,” “MANHATTAN,” etc. 


Try “GIN & CIN’’zano 


1 Cinzano Vermouth 4 Dry Gin 
and a squeeze of lemon peel. 
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Cocktail Recipes 


1. Absinthe Cocktail. 
2/3 Absinthe, 1/6 Gin , 1/6 Syrup of Anisette or Syrup of Gomme, add one 


dash Orange , one dash Angostura. Shake until frozen, and strain into cocktail 


glass. 


2. Absinthe Frappe. 
2/3 Absinthe, 1/6 Syrup of Anisette, double quantity of water. Shake up long 


enough until the outside of the shaker is thoroughly covered with ice. Strain 


into small tumbler. 


3. Adonis Cocktail. 
1 dash Orange Bitters, 1/3 Sherry, 2/3 Italian Vermouth. 


4, Alaska Cocktail. 
1/3 Yellow Chartr use , 3/3 Gin (Nicholson). 


5. Alexander Cocktail. 


1/3 Creme de Cacao, 1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Fresh Cream . Shake well and strain into 


cocktail glass . 


6. Alfonso Cocktail. 


Put one lump of sugar in a medium-sized wineglass, 2 dashes of Secrestat 
Bitter poured on to the sugar, one lump of ice, one quarter of the glass 


Dubonnet, and fill remainder with Champagne, and squeeze lemon peel on 
195 


top, and stir slightly. (The above cocktail was very popular at Deauville in 
1922, during his Majesty the King of Spain's stay at that popular Normandy 


resort.) 


7. American Beauty. 


This is a long drink, use tumbler. 1 teaspoonful of Creme de Menthe. Fill with 
Ice. Then in another glass mix the following: 1/6 Orange juice, 1/6 Grenadine, 
1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Cognac. Pour in first glass. Dash the top with Port 


Wine, dress with fruits and a sprig of fresh mint, and serve with a straw. 


8. Angel's Kiss. 


Pour into liqueur glass 2/3 Creme de Cacao, 1/3 Fresh Cream. 


9. Apple Jack Cocktail. 
2/3 Apple Jack, 1/6 Grenadine, 1/6 Lemon juice. 


10. Astoria Cocktail. 


1 d ash Orange Bitters, 2/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth . Serve with stuffed 
Olive. 


11. Artist's Special. 


1/3 Scotch Whisky, 1/3 Sherry, 1/6 Lemon juice, 1/6 Groseille syrup. Shake 
well and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe from Artist's Club, 14, Rue Pigalle, 


Paris.) 


12. Bacardi Cocktail. 


] teaspoonful Grenadine, 1/3 Gin, 2/3 Bacardi Rum, juice of half a lime . 


(Bacardi Rum comes from Cuba.) 
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13. Bamboo Cocktail. 


I dash Orange Bitters, 1/2 wineglass Dry Sherry, 1/2 wineglass French 
Vermouth. (Charlie Mahoney. Bartender. Hoffman House, New York.) 


14. Bijou Cocktail. 

Use a large bar glass. 1 dash Orange Bitters, 1/3 Green Chartreuse, 1/3 Italian 
Vermouth , 1/3 Plymouth Gin. Mix well with a spoon, strain into a cocktail 
glass, add a cherry or olive, squeeze a piece of lemon peel on top, and serve. 


(Recipe from Harry Johnson of New Orleans.) 


15. Blackthorn Cocktail. 
3 dashes Angostura, 3 dashes Absinthe, 1/2 Irish Whisky, Y2 French Vermouth 


. Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass . 


16. Blanche Cocktail. 


1/3 Cointreau. 1/3 Anisette, 1/3 Curacao (white). Shake well and strain into 
cocktail glass. (A popular after -dinner cocktail.) 

17. Block and Fall Cocktail. 

1/6 Anis del Oso or Absinthe , 1/6 Calvados , 1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Cointreau . 
(Invented by Т. Van Dycke, at Ciro's, Deauville, 1924 .) 


18. Bloodhound Cockiail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth , 1/3 Italian Vermouth. 2 or 3 Strawberries. 
Shake well, and strain. (This cocktail was introduced to London by the Duke 


of Manchester a few years ago.) 
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19. Blue Ribbon Cocktail. 
2/3 Gin, 1/6 White Mint, 1/6 Cointreau. Add six drops of Breton Cooking 


Blue Dye ; when shaken together gives this cocktail a nice blue colour . 


(Invented by the Author, at Aros Club, London, 1919.) 


20. Bosom Caresser. 


1 yolk of Egg, | teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1/6 Curacao, 1/6 Brandy, 1/3 
Madere. Shake well. Strain. 


21. Brandy Cocktail. 


2 dashes Angostura, 2 teaspoonful of Gomme Syrup, 1 glass Brandy. 


22. Brandy Crustas. 

Take a small wineglass, moisten the rim with lemon, dip rim of glass into 
castor sugar, which action gives the glass a frosted appearance. Cut the rind 
of a half a lemon the same as you would peel an apple, then fit in to your 
prepared glass. Then pour into your shaker 1 teaspoonful Sugar or Gomme 
Syrup, 3 dashes of Drioli Maraschino, 3 dashes of Angostura Bitters, juice of 


a Y4 lemon, 1 glass Brandy. Shake well, pour into your glass and add fruit. 


23. Brandy Daisy. 
2/3 Brandy, 1/6 Syrup of Grenadine, Juice of half a Lemon. Shake well, 


strain, pour into double-sized cocktail glass, add cherry and another fruit in 


season and a squirt of soda water. 


24. Brandy Fix. 


Pour into a small tumbler 1 teaspoonful of sugar, 1 teaspoonful of Water to 


dissolve the sugar, Juice of a half Lemon, 1/2 liqueur of Cherry Brandy, 1 
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liqueur of Brandy.- Fill the glass with fine ice and stir slowly, then add a slice 


of Lemon , and serve with a straw. 


25. Brandy Flip. 
1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful Su gar or Syrup Gomme, 2/3 Brandy. 


Shake well, strain into small wineglass, and grate a little nutmeg on top. 


26. Brandy High ball 
Brandy and Soda, | piece of Lemon Peel squeezed in glass , with a chunk of 


Ice. 


27. Brandy Julep. 


Same as Mint Julep. 


28. Brandy Punch. 


In a large fancy wine glass, half fill glass with Sharet Ice, 1 teaspoonful Castor 
Sugar, 1 teaspoonful of Pineapple Syrup, Juice of 1/4 Lemon , a few drops of 
Lime Juice , a squirt of Syphon. Stir well, then decorate with fruits in season, 


and flavor with a few drops of Rum on top. 


29. Brandy Shamparelle. 
1/4 of Curacao (rouge), 1/4Yellow Chartreuse, 1/4 Anisette, 1/4 Brandy. 


30. Brandy Smash. 

Dissolve 1 teaspoonful of Sugar and Water in a shaker, add a few sprigs of 
Fresh Mint, Extract Flavor of Mint. Draw out sprigs of Mint, add one glass of 
Brandy, shake well, and pour in to wineglass half full fine ice. Decorate with 


fruits in season. 
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31. Brandy Sour. 


1 teaspoonful Sugar or Gomme Syrup, Juice of half aLemon, 1 glass Brandy. 
Shake well, strain into wineglass, squirt a little syphon on top, decorate with 


fruit. 


32. Brazil Cocktail. 
3 dashes Angostura, 3 dashes Absinthe, 1/2 French Vermouth, 1/2 Sherry. Stir 


up well, strain into cocktail glass, adding a Cherry, and squeeze a piece of 


Lemon Peel on top. 


33. Broadway Melody Cocktail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Grand Marnier. (Recipe: Bill Breed , 
Cleveland.) 


34. Broken Spur Cocktail. 
1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1/6 Gin, 1/6 Italian Vermouth, 2/3-White Port, 1 


teaspoonful Anisette Marie Brisard. (This cocktail was brought out by the 


cavalry which got disbanded during the war.) 


35. Bromo Selizer. 


In a large tumbler put one tablespoonful of Bromo Seltzer (which can be 
procured at all chemists), fill with Soda, then pour into another tumbler. 
Repeat this twice until powder is dissolved, and drink while fizzing. (A good 


pick-me -u p for that next morning feeling.) 


36. Bronx Cocktail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Ballor Vermouth, the juice of a quarter of 


an Orange. 
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37. Bronx Terrace Cocktail. 


2/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, Juice of half a Lime. 


38. Brooklyn Cocktail. 


1 dash Amer. Picon, 1dash of Drioli Maraschino, 2/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 
1/3 French Vermouth. 


39. Brut Cocktail. 


1 dash Angostura Bitters, 1/3 Amer. Picon, 2/3 French Vermouth. 


40. Bull-Dog. 


Put 2 or 3 lumps of Ice in a large tumbler, add the Juice of 1 Orange, 1 glass 


of Gin. Fill balance with Ginger Ale. Stir, and serve with a straw. 


41. Bunny's Hug. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Scotch Whisky, 1/3 Absinthe. 


42. Byrrh Cocktail. - 
1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 Byrrh. (Byrrh is 


something similar to Dubonnet but much more dry to the taste.) 
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43. Cate de Paris Cocktail. 


I white of a Fresh Egg, 2/3 Gin, 1/6 Syrup of Anisette, 1 teaspoonful of Fresh 
Cream. (Recipe: from the Cafe de Paris, Broadway , New York.) 


44. Cameron's Kick Cocktail. 


1/3 Scotch Whisky, 1/3 Irish Whisky ‚ 1/6 Lemon Juice ‚ 1/6 Orgeat Syrup . 


(Orgeat Syrup is manufactured from almonds.) 


45. Canadian Cocktail. 


2 dashes Angostura , 2 teaspoonful of Gomme Syrup , 1 glass of Canadian 


Club Whisky. 


46. Carrol Cocktail. 

1/3 Italian Vermouth, 2/3 Brandy , Serve with pickled walnut in cocktail glass 
. (This cocktail was well-known at the Plaza Hotel, .New York , before 
Prohibition.) 


47. Casino Cocktail. 
In a wineglass put 1 lump of Sugar, soak it with Absinthe, add 1 lump of Ice, 
fill the glass with Champagne, add a dash of Brandy on top, and squeeze a 


piece; of Lemon Peel on top. 


48. Cecil Pick-me -up. 

One yoke of Egg, 1 glass of Brandy, | teaspoonful of Castor Sugar. Shake 
well and strain into medium sized wineglass and fill balance with Champagne. 
(Recipe from Wm. Pollack, Cecil Bar, London, one of my apt pupils at Ciro’s 
Bar, London). 
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49. С. Е. Н. Cocktail. 
1/6 Grenadine , 1/6 Cederlund 's Swedish Punch , 1/6 Calvados ‚ 1/6 Lemon 


Juice, 1/3 Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass with a cherry . 


50. Champagne Cocktail. 


In a wineglass put 1 lump of Sugar saturated with Angostura Bitters, add 1 
lump of Ice. fill the glass with Champagne, squeeze a piece of lemon p eel on 


top, stir and serve. 


51. Champagne Cup. 


Put 2 or 3 lumps of Ice in a large jug and add 1 liqueur of Brandy, 1 liqueur 
of Drioli Maraschino , 1 liqueur of Curacao, | bottle of Champagne , I bottle 
of Soda Water. Stir well, and decorate with fruits in season and two sprigs of 


fresh mint and a slice of cucumber peel. 


52. Champagne Julep. 

Use a large fancy wineglass, put 1 lump of Sugar and 1 sprig of Fresh Mint, 1 
lump of Ice, then pour your Champagne very slowly, at the same time stirring 
gently all the time, and ornament the top in a tasty manner with fruits in 


season. 


53. Champagne Pick-me-Up. 

1 liqueur of Brandy, 1 liqueur of French Vermouth , 1 teaspoonful of Gomme 
Syrup. Shake well, strain in a wineglass, and add Champagne. (Recipe by 
Johnny Leopold , Grand Circle , Aix - les-Bains.) 
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54. Chinese Cockiail. 


1 dash Angostura, 3 dashes Опо Maraschino, 3 dashes Cuuracao, 1/6 Syrup 
Grenadine, 1/3 Jamaica Rum. Shake well and strain. (Recipe by F. P. 


Newman, Paris.) 


55. Chocolate Cocktail. 


1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1/6 Yellow Chartreuse, 1/3 Port Wine, 1 teaspoonful 
of Ground Chocolate. Shake well. 


56. Chorus Lady Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Italian Vermouth, 1/3 French Vermouth, add the Juice of 1/4 


Orange. Serve in old -fashioned whisky glass with slice of orange. (Recipe by 


Al. Oates, Savannah.) 


57. Cider Cup. 
1 liqueur of Calvados , | liqueur of Brandy , 1 liqueur of Curacao, 1 bottle of 
Cider, 1 bottle of Perrier or Soda Water . Prepare the same way as Champagne 


Cup. 


58. Cinzano Cocktail. 
2 dashes of Angostura, 2 dashes of Orange Bitters, 1 glass of Cinzano 
Vermouth. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass, and squeeze orange peel 


on top. 


59. Cinzano Sparkling Cocktail. 

In a wineglass put 1 lump of Sugar, 2 dashes of Angostura, 1 dash of Curacao, 
1 teaspoonful Brandy, 1 lump of Ice. Fill balance with that well-known 
Cinzano Brut, stir slightly, and squeeze Lemon Peel on top. (This cocktail is 
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very popular in all American Багз, as Cinzano Brut is very reasonable in 


price.) 


60. Claret Lemonade. 


Use large-tumbler. Half fill with fine Ice, Juice of 1 Lemon, 2 teaspoonful 
Gomme Syrup, 1 glass of Claret, and fill with syphon. Stir slowly, and serve 


with a straw. 


61. Claridge Cocktail. 
1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Gin, 1/6 Apricot Brandy, 1/6 Cointreau. Shake well 


and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe .by Leon, Bartender, Claridge Hotel, 


Champs Elysees, Paris.) 


62. Clover Club Cocktail. 


] white of Fresh Egg, Juice of small Lime (or 1/4 Lemon), 1 teaspoonful 
Raspberry Syrup, 1/3 Gin , 1/6 Italian Vermouth. (In London for some time it 


has been the custom to serve Grenadine instead of Raspberry.) 


63. Clover Leaf Cocktail. 


] white of Egg, Juice of a small Lime (or 1/4 Lemon). 1 teaspoonful of 
Grenadine, 1 sprig of Fresh Mint, 1/3 Gin, 1/6 Italian Vermouth. Shake well, 


strain, and include a mint leaf on top. 


64. Club Cocktail. 


1/3 Vitali Vermouth, 1/3 Gin , 2 dashes Orange Bitters , 1 teaspoonful Gomme 
Syrup, 1/6 Yellow Chartreuse. (C. Mahoney's Recipe.) 
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65. Coffee Cocktail. 
1 yolk of a Fresh Egg. 1 teaspoonful of Sugar or Gomme Syrup1/3 Port Wine, 


1/6 Brandy, 1 dash Curacao. Shake well, strain into a small wineglass, and 
grate a little nutmeg on top. (The name of this drink is a misnomer as coffee 
and bitters are not to be found among its ingredients, but it looks like coffee 


when it has been properly concocted, hence probably its name.) 


66. Colonia I Cocktail. 
2/3 Gin; 1/3 Juice of Grape Fruit, 1 dash of Drioli Maraschino. 


67. Commodore Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful Gomme Syrup, 2 dashes Orange Bitters, Juice of half a Lime, 


glass of Canadian Club Whisky. (Recipe by Phil Gross, Cincinnati, О.) 


68. Cooperstown Cocktail. 


1/3 French Vermouth, 2/3 Gin, 2 sprigs of Fresh Mint. 


69. Coronation Cocktail. 


Use mixing glass. Fill half full with cracked Ice, 2 dashes Drioli Maraschino, 
3 dashes Orange Bitters, 2/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Sherry. (Recipe by Joseph 
Rose, of Murray Bros. Cafe. Newark, N.J., in 1903.) 


70. Country Club Cooler. 


Serve in tumbler. 1 glass French Vermouth, | teaspoonful Grenadine, 2 lumps 


of Ice, fill with Soda Water. 
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71. Cream Fizz. 


1 glass of Gin, Juice of 1 Lemon, 1 teaspoonful Sugar or Gomme Syrup; add 
last 1 teaspoonful of Fresh Cream. Shake well, strain into wineglass and squirt 


of soda on top. 


72. Cuban Cocktail. 
2/3 Brandy, 1/3 Apricot Brandy, Juice of half a Lime. 


73. Dacqueri Cocktail. 


2/3 Bacardi, Juice of a Fresh Lime, 1/6 Grenadine. Shake well, and strain into 
cocktail glass. (This was a very: popular cocktail in America before 


Prohibition came in. Bacardi is made in Cuba.) 


74. Dempsey Cocktail. 


2/3 Calvados, 1/3 Gin , 2 dashes Grenadine ‚ 1 dash Anis del Oso. (Recipe by 
Fred Martin, Casino, Deauville, 1922.) 


75. Derby Cocktail. 


2 dashes Peach and Bitters, one sprig of Fresh Mint, 1 glass of Nicholson's 
Gin. Stir and strain into cocktail glass. Serve with olive. (Recipe E. G. de 


Gastreaux, of Canal and Vine Streets, Cincinnati, 1903.) 


76. Desert Healer. 


Juice of 1 Orange, 1 glass of Gin, 1/2 glass of Cherry Brandy Fockink. Shake 
well, strain into large tumbler and fill balance with Ginger Beer. (Recipe by 


Hon. H. Grayson.) 
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77. Diabola Cocktail. 
2/3 Dubonnet, 1/3 Gin, 2 dashes of Orgeat Syrup (By F. Newman, Paris.) 


78. Diki-Diki Cocktail. 


2/3 Calvados, 1/6 Caloric Punch (Cederlund's Swedish Punch), 1/6 Grape 
Fruit Juice. (This is a very popular cocktail in London by “Robert" the well- 


known Bartender.) 


79. Doctor Cocktail. 
1/3 Cederlund's Swedish Punch, 1/3 Orange Juice, 1/3 Lemon Juice. Shake 


well and strain into cocktail glass. 


80. Douglas Cocktail. 


2/3 Nicholson's Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth. Shake well, strain, squeeze of 


orange peel on top. 


81. Dream Cocktail. 
1/3 Curacao, 2/3 Brandy, 1 dash Absinthe. 


82. DuBarry Cocktail. 
1 dash Boonkam Bitters, 2 dashes Absinthe, 2 dashes Gomme Syrup,2/3 Gin, 


1/3 French Vermouth. Shake well. Strain into cocktail glass with quarter slice 


of orange. 


83. Dubonnet Cocktail. 
2/3 Dubonnet, 1/3 Gin. 
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84. Dubonnet Fizz. 


Juice of half an Orange. Juice of half a Lemon. 1 teaspoonful of Cherry 
Brandy, 1 glass Dubonnet. Shake well, strain into wineglass, and squirt of 


syphon. 


85. Dunlop Cocktail. 
1/3 Sherry, 2/3 Rum, 1 dash Angostura Bitters. 
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Cederlunds 


H A Genuine Caloric 
Punch 


D ofthe famous 
“Doctor Cocktail” 


Two-thirds Cederluad's Punch; one-third 
Lime Juice ; if desired drier, add more Lime 
Juice ; if Lime Juice not at hand, take Lemon 
Juice. add more Punch at discretion thus 
increasing the sweetness of the drink ; shake 
well; serve very cold, 


Sole Ancuts for Cedcriund’s Swedish Punch: 


ROBERTSON, VILLAH € WATSON, LTD. 
98, Great Tower Strect, Loncou, E, ‚С. 
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COURVOISIER 


THE BRANDY OF NAPOLEON 


Cognacs = Fines Champagnes 
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86. Eagle's Dream Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful Sugar ог Gomme Syrup, 1 white of Egg. 2/3 Gin, 1/6 Creme 
Yvette, Juice of 1/4 Lemon. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass, with 


cherry. 


87. East India Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Curacao, 1 teaspoonful of Pineapple Syrup. 2 dashes 
Angostura Bitters ‚ 2/3 Brandy. Stir up with a spoon, strain into a cocktail 


glass, serve with a cherry. (Recipe of Harry Johnson, of New Orleans.) 


88. Egg Flip. 
1 yolk of Egg, 2 dashes Curacao ‚ 2/3 Brandy, 1 teaspoonful Gomme Syrup. 


Shake well and strain into medium-sized wineglass and grate nutmeg on top. 


89. Egg Lemonade. 
Fill your shaker half full with chopped Ice and add 1 Fresh Egg, 2 teaspoonful 


of Sugar, Juice of 1 Lemon. Shake well and strain into large tumbler. F ill with 


Soda Water. 


90. Egg Nogg. 

Fill the shaker half full with chopped Ice and add 1 Fresh Egg, 1/2 teaspoonful 
of Sugar, 1 glass of Brandy, 1 glass of Rum, the remainder Fresh Milk. Shake 
well and strain in to medium-sized tumbler. Grate a little nutmeg on top and 


serve. 
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91. Egg Nogg (Hot). 


Use large bar glass. 1 teaspoonful Sugar, 1 fresh Egg. Beat well up with spoon 
by turning briskly, add boiling Milk while stirring, then add 1 glass Brandy, 1 


glass of Rum. Stir until properly blended, then grate nutmeg on top and serve. 


92. ЕК "5 Own Cocktail. - 
White of a Fresh Egg, 1/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 Port Wine, Juice of half 


Lemon , 1 teaspoonful Sugar. Shake well , strain into wineglass, and a slice 


of pineapple. 


93. Empire Punch. 


In a large tumbler put 3 or 4 lumps of ice, then acid 1 teaspoonful Drioli 
Maraschino, 1 teaspoonful Curacao (Bols), 1 teaspoonful Benedictine, 1 
teaspoonful Brandy, 1 wineglass of Clare t. Fill balance with Champagne, stir 
well and decorate with fruits in season. (Recipe from Charles Forrester, 


Casino-Dieppe and Carlton — Cannes). 


94. E. Nos Cocktail. 
1/3 French Vermouth, 2/3 Nicholson's Gin, 3 dashes of Absinthe. Shake well 


and strain. 


95. Eton Blazer. 


In a large tumbler put 3 or 4 lumps of ice, the juice of one Lemon, 1 glass of 
Gilbey's Gin, 1/2 glass Groseille Syrup, 1/2 glass of Kirsch . Fill balance with 


Soda, stir well and serve with straws. 
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96. Eye-opener Cocktail. 


1 yolk of Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 2 dashes of Absinthe, 2 dashes 
of Curacao, 2 dashes of Creme de Noyau, 1/3 Rum. (Recipe by F. Newman, 
Paris, 1907.) 


97. Fairbank Cocktail. 


2 dashes of Creme de Noyau, 2 dashes of Огап Bitters, 1/3 French Vermouth 
‚ 2/3 Gin. 


98. Fantasio Cocktail. 
1/3 Nicholson's Gin, 1/3 Brandy, 1/6 White Mint, 1/6 Drioli Maraschino. 


99. Fascinator Cocktail. 


Three dashes of Anis del Oso, 1 sprig of Fresh Mint, 1/3 French Vermouth. 
2/3 Gin. (Recipe by Jimmy, Berkelman's Hotel du Nord, Rouen.) 


100. Fernet Branca Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful Curacao, 1/3 Fernet Branca, 2/3 Cinzano Vermouth. 


101. Fish House Punch. 
Half fill a large tumbler with fine Ice, add 1 glass of Whisky, the Juice of 1 


Lemon. Fill with syphon. Stir, decorate with fruits in season, and float a little 


Rum on top, and serve with straw. 


102. Flu Cocktail. 


1 dash of Jamaica Ginger, 1 teaspoonful of Lemon Juice, 1 teaspoonful Rock 
Candy Syrup, 1 teaspoonful Ginger Brandy. 1 glass of Canadian Club 


Whisky. Stir together and serve in same glass. 
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103. Fourth Degree Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin. 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth.-4 dashes of 
Absinthe . 


104. Fox River Cocktail. 
In a wineglass put 1 Цитр of Sugar saturated with Peach Bitters, add 1 Татр 
of Ice, one glass of Walker's Bourbon Whiskey, and 1 teaspoonful of Creme 


de Cacao. Squeeze a piece of Lemon peel on top, stir slightly and serve. 


105. Frantic Atlantic Cocktail. 
1/3 Cognac, 1/3 Anis а el Озо, juice of Lemon. Shake well and strain. (Recipe: 


Basil Woon, Havana.) 


106. Futurity Cocktail. 
2 dashes of Angostura Bitters, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 2/3 Sloe Gin. 
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107. Gangadine Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful of Framboise Syrup, 1/3 Oxygenee Cusenier , 1/3 Gin, 1/3 White 


Mint. Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass, (Oxygenee is a white Absinthe 


which is now manufactured in Belgium since its prohibition in France.) 


108. Gazette Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful Gomme Syrup, 1 teaspoonful Lemon juice, 2 dashes of Orange 
Bitters, 1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Italian Vermouth . Serve in wineglass with one whole 


slice of Lemon. (Recipe by Wm. Reno, at the Freerstone Cafe, Toledo, Ohio.) 
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109. Gilroy Cocktail. 
1/2 Gin, 1/3 Noilly Prat, 1/6 Cherry Brandy, 1/6 Kirsch, Shake well. Strain 


into cocktail glass. 


110. Сітіеі. 


1/2 Plymouth Gin, 1/2 Rose's Lime Juice Cordial. Stir, and serve in same 


glass. Can be iced if desired. A very popular beverage in the Navy. 


111. Gin and Cinzano. 


3/4 Cinzano Italian Vermouth, 1/4 London Dry Gin. 


112. Gin Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Gomme Syrup, 2 clashes of Orange Bitters, 2 dashes of 


Angostura Bitters, remainder Gin. Shake well and serve with Cherry- 


113. Gin Daisy. 


Same as Brandy Daisy. 


114. Gin Fix. 


Same as Brandy Fix. 


115. Gin Fizz. 


1 teaspoonful of Sugar or Syrup of Gomme, the juice of 1 Lemon, 1 glass of 
Gin. Shake well, strain in to medium-sized tumbler, and fill up with Soda 


Water. 


116. Gin Flip. 
Same as Brandy Flip. 
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117. ат Highball 


Gin and Soda, with Lemon Р eel squeezed in glass, and a Титр of Ice. 


118. Gin Julep. 


Prepared the same way as Mint Julep. 


119. Gin Rickey. 


Put 1 lump of Ice in a tumbler, cut a fresh Lime in half and squeeze the juice 
in the glass, and add 1 glass of Gin, and fill balance with Seltzer or Soda 
Water. 


120. Gin Sling. 


Juice of 1 Lemon, 1 glass of Gin, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1 wineglass of 


plain water. Shake well and strain into medium-sized tumbler. 


121. Gin and Gin. 


1/4 London Dry Gin, 3/4 Cinzano Italian Vermouth, squeeze of Lemon peel. 


122. Gin Smash. 


Prepared the same way as a Brandy Smash. 
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JUG PATTERN 
Ideal for home use. Cannot leak 
whilst being shaken. Heavily 
Silver Plated on Nickel Silver 

Prices from 30 /- each 
DITTO “ICELESS” SHAKER 

£3 7s. 6d. cach 


STANDARD PATTERN 
Heavily Silver Plated on Nickel / | 
Silver from 21 /- сасһ ET 
Also Nickel Plated. from 
10 6 cach 
DITTO * ICELESS” SHAKER 
Silver Plated 55 /- cach 
Aluminium 21 /- each 1 
W. R. LOFTUS, LTD. 
| Complete Cocktail Bar Fitters 
18 Torrennam Court Коль, LONDON, wW. т 


Telephone Numbers : Museum, 6235-6236 
Telegrams : Improvers, Westcent, London 


123. Gloom Chaser Cocktail. 


1/6 Curacao, 1/6 Grand Marnier, 1/6 Grenadine, Lemon juice. 1/3 Barcadi 


Rum. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe by "Charlie" the 


popular Bartender. Ermitage, Champs Elysees, Paris.) 
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124. Gloom Raiser. 


2 dashes of Absinthe, 2 dashes of Grenadine. 2/3 Nicholson '$ Gin, 1/3 French 
Vermouth, Lemon Peel . (Recipe by "Robert," of the Embassy.) 


125. Golden Fizz. 


Similar to Gin Fizz. Yolk of a Fresh Egg added. 

126. Golden Slipper. 

1/2 glass of Yellow Chartreuse into small wineglass, then drop one yolk of a 
Fresh Egg and 1/2 glass Eau de Vie de Dantzig. (Recipe by Harry Johnson, 


New Orleans.) 


127. Greenbriar Cocktail. 
1 dash Peach Bitters. 1/3 French Vermouth, 2/3 Sherry, one sprig of Fresh 


Mint. Shake well, and strain. 


128. Green Room Cocktail. 
2/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Brandy, 2 dashes of Curacao. Shake well and strain 


into cocktail glass. 


129. Grenadier Cocktail. 
1 dash of Jamaica Ginger, 1/3 Ginger Brandy, 2/3 Brandy , 1 teaspoonful of 


Gomme Syrup. 


130. Guards’ Cocktail. 


2 dashes Curacao, 2/3 Vitali Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. Shake well, and strain into 


cocktail glass. 
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Linen- - 
Cocktail 
Napkins 


\We illustrate two 
Cocktail Napkins in 
coloured Linen, and 
hold a variety of 
other handworked 
novel shapes, 3 

Each - - - / 7 


Write for a copy of our “ Linen Vogue," sent post free. 


ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Ltd., 
156-168, REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.1 
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Christopher’s Pale Sherry 
IS THE BEST COCKTAIL 


Write for Christopher’s Price List 
quoting the finest :— 
SHERRIES 

' PORTS 

CLARETS 
CHAMPAGNES 
SCOTCH WHISKIES 
COGNAC BRANDIES 
Etc., Etc. 


Price Lists issued both for Home and 
Export. 


—  ——— 


CHRISTOPHER & Co. Ltd, 
43 PALL MALL, LONDON 
S.W.1 
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131. Hakam-Hiccup Cocktail. 


1 dash Orange Bitters, 2 dashes Curacao ‚ 1/3 Gin, Italian Vermouth. (Recipe 


from the Hakam-Hiccup Bar, Eastbourne.) 


132. Happy Youth Cocktail. 


In a wineglass put one lump of Ice, the juice of one Orange, one small glass 
of Cherry Brandy; fill balance with Champagne. (Recipe by Charlie 


Soumielle, New York Bar, Paris.) 


133. Harry's Cocktail. 
2/3 Gin, 1/3 Italian Vermouth, 1 dash of Absinthe, 2 sprig of Fresh Mint. 


Shake well and strain into cocktail glass, serve with a stuffed olive. 


134. Harry's Pick-me-up. 
1 teaspoonful of Grenadine Syrup, 1 glass of Brandy, the juice of а Lemon. 
Shake well and strain into medium sized wineglass and fill balance with 


Champagne. 


135. Harvard Cocktail. 
1 dash of Gomme Syrup. 2 dashes Angostura, 1/2 Brandy, ¥2 Martini Rossi 


Vermouth. Shake well, and strain. 
136. Hasty Cocktail. 1 dash of Absinthe, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1/3 
French Vermouth, 2/3 Nicholson's Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail 


glass. 


136. Hasty Cocktail. 
14 ash of Absinthe, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1/3 French Vermouth, 2/3 


Nicholson 's Gin. Shake well an strain into cocktail glass. 
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137. Heering Cherisher. 
In a shaker 1/2 full of Cracked Ice, equal parts of Heering's Copenhagen 
Cherry Brandy, French Vermouth, and a dash of Peach Bitters. Shake well 


and serve in a cocktail glass with a Cherry. 


138. Hoffman House Cocktail. 
2/3 Nicholson's Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1 dash of Orange Bitters. Shake 


well and strain into cocktail glass, and squeeze Orange peel on top. 


139. Homestead Cocktail. 


1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 2/3 Gin, 1 slice of Orange. Shake well and strain 


into cocktail glass. 


140. Hoola -Hoola Cocktail. 


1 Gin, 1/3 Curacao, 1/3 Orange Juice. 


141. Horse's Neck. 


Peel a whole rind of lemon as you would an apple, then put in large tumbler, 
add a few lumps of Ice, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 glass of Gin, then fill up 
with Ginger Ale. 


142. Hot Egg Nogg. 

Use medium-sized tumbler. I Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful Sugar. Beat well up, 
then add boiling Milk, then stir well together and add 1 glass of Brandy and 1 
glass of Rum. Stir again, then grate nutmeg on top. Then serve. (It is really 
necessary to put a bar spoon in glass while pouring in the hot milk to prevent 


the glass; from cracking.) 
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143. Hot Grog. 


1 teaspoonful of Sugar, Juice of 1/2 a Lemon. Dissolve with a little hot water, 
then add 1 glass of Brandy, 1 glass of rum, 2 cloves, 1 small piece of 
Cinnamon. Fill up balance with hot water, put a slice of Lemmon into it, stir 


up well, grate nutmeg on top, and serve. 


144. І.В.Ғ. Pick-me-up 


In a wineglass one lump of ice, 3 dashes of Fernet Branca, 3 dashes of 
Curacao, one liqueur glass of Brandy, fill remainder with Champagne. Stir 


and squeeze Lemon Peel on top. 


145. Inca Cocktail. 


2 dashes of Orgeat Syrup, 2 dashes of Orange Bitter, 1/3 Plymouth Gin, 1/3 
Dry Sherry, 1/3 French Vermouth. Strain into cocktail glass and add a small 
chunk of pineapple. (Invented by Н. C. Harrison when in charge at the 
Embassy Bar, London.) 


146. Ink Street Cocktail. 
1/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 Orange Juice, 1/3 Lemon Juice. Shake well, 


then strain into cocktail glass. (Ink Street, otherwise known as Fleet Street the 


centre of the Newspaper World.) 


147. Irish Cocktail. 


2 dashes of Absinthe, 2 dashes of Curacao, 1 d ash of Drioli Maraschino, 1 
dash of Angostura, 2/3 Irish Whisky. Shake well, strain into cocktail glass, 


add 1 medium-sized olive and squeeze Lemon peel on top, and serve. 
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148. Jack Rose Cocktail. 
1/3 Apple Jack or Calvados, 1/6 Gin, 1/12 French Vermouth, 1/12 Vitali 


Verrmouth, 1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 Lime or Lemon Juice , Grenadine for 


enough colour. 


149. Japanese Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful Orgeat Syrup, 2 dashes Angostura Bitters, 1 glass Brandy. Shae 


well, strain into cocktail glass, with a cherry. 


150. Jersey Cocktail. 

Put 3 or 4 lumps of Ice in a large tumbler, 3 or 4 dashes of Angostura Bitters. 
Fill balance with Cider. Slightly stir. (Recipe from the Hoffman House, New 
York.) 


151. Jockey Club Cocktail. 
1 dash Orange Bitters, 1 dash Angostura Bitters, 2 dashes Creme de Noyau, 1 
teaspoonful Lemon Juice, 2/3 Gin. Shake well, strain into cocktail glass, and 


squeeze Lemon peel on top. 


152. John Collins. 


Put 3 or 4 lumps of Ice in a large tumbler, Juice of 1 Lemon, 2 teaspoonful of 
Sugar, | glass of Hollands Gin. ЕШ balance with Soda Water. Stir well. (It has 


been the practice of using London Gin in this drink for some time.) 


153. J. 0. S. Cocktail. 

1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 1 dash of Orange 
Bitters, 1 dash of Lemon juice, 1 dash of Brandy. Shake well and strain into 
cocktail glass and squeeze Lemon peel on top. 
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154. Journalist Cocktail. 


1 dash Angostura, 2 dashes Curacao, 2 dashes Lemon juice, 1/6 French 


Vermouth, 1/3 Italian Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. 


155. Jupiter Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful Parfait Amour, 1 teaspoonful of Orange juice, 1.3 French 


Vermouth, 2/3 Gin. 


156. Knickerbocker Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Raspberry Syrup, 1 teaspoonful of Lemon juice, 1 
teaspoonful of Orange juice, 1 chunk of Pineapple, 2/3 Rum, 2 dashes of 


Curacao. 


157. Knock -out Cockiail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Absinthe, 1 teaspoonful of White Mint. 
(Recipe by Gene Tunney, Heavy-weight Champion of the world.) 


158. Lasky Cocktail. 
1/3 Cederlund's Caloric Swedish Punch, 1/3 Gin, Welsh's Grape Juice. Shake 


well and strain into cocktail glass. 


159. Last Round Cockiail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 Noyeau de Poissy, 1/6 Cointreau, 1/6 Brandy. (This cocktail won 
the First Prize at the Ladies' Cocktail Contest at the Hotel Claridge, by Ма Ее. 
Dondjaui). 
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160. Lawhill Cocktail. 
] dash of Angostura, 1 dash of Absinthe, 1 dash of Drioli Maraschino, 1/3 
French Vermouth, 2/3 Canadian Club Whisky. Shake well, and strain into 


cocktail glass. 
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161. Leave-it-to-me Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful Raspberry Syrup, 1 teaspoonful Lemon Juice, 1 dash of Drioli 
Maraschino, 2/3 Gin. 


162. Legion Cocktail. 
1 dash Fernet Branca, 1/6 Curacao, 1/6 Brandy, 2/3 Vitali Vermouth. Shake 


well and strain, and squeeze Orange Peel into cocktail glass. (Recipe from 


Luigi, ЕТтапо% Bar, Paris.) 


163. Lemon Squash. 


In a large tumbler put Фе juice of 1 Lemon, 2 teaspoonful of Castor Sugar, 


half fill the glass with cracked ice, fill balance Soda, and stir well. 


164. Leroi Cocktail. 
1 yolk of Fresh Egg, 1 Curacao, 1/6 Brandy, 1/6 Sloe Gin, 1 teaspoonful of 


Raspberry Syrup, 1 teaspoonful of Cream, 1 teaspoonful of Lemon Juice. 


165. "L. а." Cocktail. 


One glass of Scotch Whisky, one glass of Beer as a chaser. (This is a Favorite 


drink up in Scotland with the Labour MP's). 


166. Little Devil Cocktail. 
1/6 Lemon Juice, 1/6 Cointreau, 1/3 Bacardi Rum, 1/3 Gin. Shake well and 


strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe from Fitz, Ciro's Bar, London, my late apt 


pupil.) 
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167. Locomotive. 


1 teaspoonful of Honey, 1 teaspoonful of Curacao, 1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1 


glass of Port Wine. Shake well and strain into medium sized wineglass. 


168. Lone Tree Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 1/3 French Vermouth. Squeeze Orange 
Peel in shaker. 


169. Magnolia. 


1 teaspoonful of Syrup Gomme, 1 teaspoonful Curacao, 1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 
1 glass of Brandy. Shake well, strain into medium-sized wineglass, and fill 


balance with Champagne. 


170. Mah Jongg Cocktail. 


1/6 Cointreau, 1/6 Bacardi Rum, 2/3 Gin. Shake well, strain into cocktail 


glass. (Recipe by Willie Dale, "Romanos", London, one of my late pupils.) 


171. Maiden 's Blush Cocktail. 


2/3 Gin, 1/3 Oxygenee Cusenier or Absinthe, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine. 


172. Mamay Taylor. 


Put one slice of Lemon in a large tumbler, add two pieces of Ice, 1 glass of 


gin, 1 bottle of Schweppe's Ginger Ale, and stir slightly. 


173. Manhattan Cocktail. 

] dash of Angostura Bitters, 2/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 Ballor Italian 
Vermouth. Shake well, strain into cocktail glass, with cherry. (Named for the 
island on which stands New York City.) 
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174. Marmon Cocktail. 
1/3 Kirsch, 1/3 Cherry Brandy, 1/3 French Vermouth. Shake well, strain in to 


cocktail glass, serve with a cherry. 


175. Martini Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Martini Rossi Vermouth (Orange or Angostura added if required). 


Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 


176. Martini (Medium). 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Martini Rossi Vermouth. 


177. Martini (Sweet). 
2/3 Martini Rossi Vermouth, 1/3 Gin, 1 dash Gomme Syrup. Shake well, and 


strain into cocktail glass, with a cherry. 


178. May Blossom Fizz. 


1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, Juice of half a Lemon, 1 glass of Cederlund's 
Swedish Punch. Shake well, and strain into a smaller tumbler and fill balance 


with Soda. 
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179. Mayfair Cocktail. 


Y, Gin, ¥2 Orange Juice, 3 or 4 dashes Apricot Syrup, flavored with a little 
Clove Syrup. (Recipe by “Robert,” Embassy.) 


180. Milk Punch. 


1 teaspoonful Sugar, 1 wineglass Brandy, 1/2 wineglass Rum, 1/3 Ice in 
shaker. ЕШ balance with Fresh Milk, shake, strain into medium sized tumbler, 


and grate with nutmeg on top. 


181. Milk Shake. 
1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 Fresh Egg, 1/3 Ice in shaker. Fill balance with Fresh 


Milk, shake, and strain into medium sized tumbler and grate nutmeg on top. 


(This drink is also know on the Continent as "Lait de Poule.") 


182. Millionaire Cocktail. 


1 white of a Fresh Egg, 2 dashes of Curacao (Orange, 1 teaspoonful of 
Grenadine, 2/3 Canadian Club Whisky. Shake well. Strain into cocktail glass. 
(Recipe from Ritz Hotel, London.) 


183. Mint Cocktail. 


1 dash Orange Bitters, 1 dash Angostura Bitters, 2 dashes Gomme Syrup , 1 
dash Absinthe, 2/3 Walker’s Bourbon Whisky. Add a few sprigs of Fresh 


Mint. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 


184. Mint Julep. 


1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 wineglass of Water or Soda, 3 or 4 sprigs of Fresh 
Mint. Muddle well until flavor of Mint is well extracted; then take out Mint, 
and add 2 glasses of Walker's old Bourbon Whisky. Fill tumbler with fine 
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shaved Ice, stir well until glass gets frosted, then take some sprigs of Mint and 
insert them in the Ice with stem downwards, so that the leaves will be on the 
surface in the shape of a bouquet. Add slices of Orange, Lemon, Pineapple, 


and Cherries on top. 


185. Mississippi Mule Cocktail. 
2/3 Gin, 1/6 Cassis, 1/6 Lemon Juice. 


186. Modern Cocktail. 


1 dash Orange Bitters, 1 dash Absinthe, 4 dashes Gomme Syrup, 1/3 Scotch 
Whisky, 1/3 Sloe Gin. Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass, with Cherry. 


187. Moka Spitberg. 


In a small tumbler, fill with shaved Ice, add 1 teaspoonful Castor Sugar, 2 
teaspoonful thick Fresh Cream, remainder Cold Coffee. Then fix your shaker 
on top of your glass and shake gently. Set your glass down with shaker until 
a few seconds, and afterwards remove your shaker and serve your beverage, 
which will have a large froth on top, with straws. (A very popular drink at the 


Grand Cercle, d'Aix - les-Bains, France.) 


188. Monkey's Gland Cocktail. 
1 dash Absinthe, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1/2 Orange Juice, Y. Nicholson’s 


Gin. Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass. (Invented by the Author, and 


deriving its name from Voronoff’s experiments in rejuvenation.) 
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189. Montana Cocktail. 
2 dashes of Anisette, 3 dashes Orange Bitters, 1/2 French Vermouth. 1/2 Sloe 
Gin. Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass, and squeeze Lemon Peel on 


top. 


190. Morning Cocktail. 


2 dashes Curacao, 2 dashes Drioli Marashino, 2 dashes Orange Bitters, -2 
dashes Absinthe, 1/2 wineglass Brandy, 1/2 wineglass French Vermouth. Stir 
up well with a spoon; strain into cocktail glass, putting in a Cherry. Twist a 
piece of Lemon Peel on top and serve. (Recipe by Harry Johnson, San 


Francisco.) 


191. Morning Glory Fizz. 

1 white of Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 Juice of Lemon, 1 1 teaspoonful of 
Absinthe, 1 glass of Scotch Whisky. Shake well, and strain into a medium 
tumbler. Fill balance with Soda or syphon. (Recipe by Harry Johnson, New 


Orleans.) 
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192. Mountain Cocktail. 


1 white of a Fresh Egg, 1/6 Lemon Syrup, 1/6 French Vermouth, 1/3 Canadian 
Club Whisky, 3 dashes Orange Bitters. Shake well and strain into cocktail 
glass with Cherry. (Recipe from Hoffman House, New York.) 


193. New Orleans Gin Fizz. 


1 white of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 2 dashes of Fleur d'Oranger, 
1 glass of Gin, Juice of 1 Lemon. 1/3 the shaker of cracked Ice, lastly 1/2 
wineglass of Fresh Cream. Shake about two minutes, then strain in to tumbler 
and fill balance with syphon. (One of the most popular drinks mixed in the 


Southern States of America.) 


194. Night-Cap. 
1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1/3 Anisette, 1/3 Curacao (Orange), 1/3 Brandy. Shake 


well and strain into a small wineglass. (Recipe, F. Newman. Paris.) 


195. Nineteenth Hole Cocktail. 
1/3 Scotch Whisky, 1/3 Vitali Vermouth, 1/3 Sherry. (Recipe: Charles V. 
Wheeler, Washington, D.C.) 


196. Nineteen -Twenty Cockiail. 
1 dash of Absinthe, 1/6 Pernod Kirschwasser, 1/6 Crystal Gin, 2/3 French 


Vermouth, 1 teaspoonful of Groseille Syrup . Shake well and strain into 


cocktail glass. 
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197. Nineteen -Тиету РїсК-те-ир. 
1/3 Gin, 2/3 Pernod Absinthe, 1 dash Angostura, 1 dash Orange Bitters, 1 dash 
Gomme Syrup. Shake well and strain into medium-sized wineglass, and fill 


balance with Soda. 


198. Old-Fashioned Whisky Cocktail. 


Take a small tumbler and put into it 4 dashes of Angostura Bitters, 1 lump of 
Ice, 1 glass Canadian Club Whisky , | tablespoonful Castor Sugar. Stir well 
until Sugar is dissolved, then squeeze Lemon Peel on top and serve in same 


glass as mixed. 


199. Olivette Cocktail. 
2 dashes Gomme Syrup, 3 dashes Orange Bitters, 3 dashes Absinthe, 2/3 


Plymouth Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass with olive, and 


squeeze lemon peel on top. 


200. Olympic Cockiail. 
1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Curacao, 1/3 Orange Juice. Shake well and strain into cocktail 
glass. (Recipe from Frank Meyer, Ritz, Paris.) 


201. Opera Cocktail. 
2/3 Gin, 1/6 Dubonnet, 1/6 Liqueur of Mandarine. Shake well and strain into 


cocktail glass, and squeeze orange peel on top. 


202. Orangeade. 

Half fill a large tumbler with shaved Ice and add the juice of 1 Orange, 1 
teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine. Fill balance with plain 
water and stir well, and put one slice of orange in glass and serve with straw: 
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203. Orange Blossom. 


Juice of 1 Orange, 1 glass of Nicholson’s Gin. Shake well and strain into small 


wineglass. 


204. Orange Squash. 


Similar to Orangeade. Syphon instead of plain water. 


205. Orgeat Lemonade. 
Half fill a large tumbler with shaved Ice, 1 glass of Orgeat Syrup, Juice of 1 


Lemon. Fill balance with Soda, stir well, and serve with straws. 


206. Orgeat Punch. 
Half fill a whisky tumbler with shaved Ice, then add 1 glass of Orgeat Syrup, 


1 glass of Brandy, 1 glass of Water. Stir well, then decorate with fruits in 


season and serve with straws. 


207. Ostende Fizz. 


1/2 wineglass Cassis, 1/2 wineglass Kirsch. Shake well and strain into 


medium sized tumbler. Fill balance with syphon. 


208. "Old Pal" Cocktail. 


1/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Campari. (Recipe by 
"Sparrow" Robertson, Sporting Editor of the New York Herald, Paris.) 


209. Pall Mall Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful White Mint, 1 dash Orange Bitters, 1/3 Vitali Vermouth, 1/3 
French Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. Shake welll, and strain. (Recipe from Guido, Cafe 
de Paris , Monte Carlo.) 
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210. Pansy Blossom. 


2 dashes Angostura Bitters, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1 glass of Anis del 


Oso. 


211. Paradise Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Apricot Brandy, 1/3 Orange Juice. 


212. Parisian Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Cassis. 


213. Pegu Club Cockiail. 


1 dash of Angostura Bitters, 1 dash of Orange Bitters, 1 teaspoonful Lime 
Juice (Rose's), 1/6 Curacao (Orange ), 2/3 Gin. 


214. Perfect Cocktail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 Italian Vermouth, 1/3 French Vermouth. Shake well, strain into 


cocktail glass, squeeze orange peel on top. 


215. Peto Cocktail. 


Same as Bronx Cocktail, with dash of Drioli Maraschino. 


216. Ping-Pong Cockiail. 


1 teaspoonful Lemon Juice, 1/2 Sloe Gin, 1/2 Creme Yvette. Shake well and 
strain into cocktail glass. Add Cherry. (Recipe from James G. Bennet, Broken 
Heart Cafe, 16 South Broadway, St. Louis, Mon. 1903.) 


217. Pink Lady Cockiail. 
1 white of a Fresh Egg, 2 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1/4 Brandy, 1/3 Gin. 


Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass. 
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218. Pink Rose Cocktail. 


1 white of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine,, 1 teaspoonful Lemon 
Juice, 1 teaspoonful Fresh Cream, 2/3 Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail 


glass. 


219. Planter's Cocktail. 


1/3 Rum, 1/3 Orange Juice, 1/3 Lemon Juice. 


220. Plaza Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1 chunk fresh 


Pineapple. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass with a small chunk 


pineapple. 


221. Polo Cocktail. 
1/6 Grape Fruit Juice, 1/6 Orange Juice, 2/3 Gin. 


222. Porto Flip. 
1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 glass of Port Wine. Shake 


well and strain into small wineglass, and grate nutmeg on top. 


223. Port Wine Cocktail. 


1 dash of Angostura, 1 dash of Orange Bitters, 2 dashes of Curacao, 1 glass 


Port Wine. Stir well in mixing glass and strain into cocktail glass. 


224. Port Wine Cobbler. 
Half fill a tumbler with shaved Ice, add 1 glass of Port Wine, 1/2 glass of 


Curacao, 1 glass of Drioli Maraschino, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar. Fill balance 


with syphon and stir well, then decorate the top with fruits in season. 
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225. Prairie Oyster Cocktail. 


Put 2 teaspoonful of Worcester Sauce (Lea and Perrins'), drop the yolk of a 
Fresh Egg without breaking, add a little red Pepper and Salt on top and pour 


2 teaspoonful of malt Vinegar on top. 


226. Prestoman Cocktail. 
] dash of Absinthe, 1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 Italian Vermouth, 2/3 Brandy. 


227. Princess Mary Cocktail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 Créme de Cacao, 1/3 Fresh Cream. Shake well and strain into 
cocktail glass. (This cocktail was introduced by the author in honour of 


Princess Mary 's wedding to Lord Lascelles, February, 1922.) 


228. Princeton Cocktail. 


2 dashes of Orange Bitters, 1 teaspoonful of Port Wine, 1 glass of Old Tom 


Gin. Shake well and strain. Squeeze lemon peel on top. 


229. Pousse Café. 


Can be made in a great many varieties by pouring the heaviest liqueurs in 
rotation in your Pousse Cafe glass, and different makes of liqueurs differ a lot 


in weight. Following are two of the best: 


230. Pousse Cafe No. 1. 


1/6 Syrup Framboise, 1/6 Creme de Violette, 1/6 Curacao (Orange), 
1/6: Creme de Menthe (Verte), 1/6 Kummel, 1/6 Brandy. 
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231. Pousse Care Мо. 2. 


1/6 Anisette Syrup, 1/6 Cherry Brandy, 1/6 White Mint, 1/6 Yellow 
Chartreuse, 1/6 Green Chartreuse, 1/6 Grand Marnier. Great care should be 


taken so as to avoid the different liqueurs from running together. 


232. Pousse L'Amour. 


1/3 Drioli Maraschino into small wineglass. Drop in 1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 
1/3 Creme Vanilla (Green), 1/3 Brandy. Proper attention must be paid that the 
yolk of the egg does not run into the liqueur. (Recipe by Harry Johnson, New 


Orleans.) 


233. Pussyfoot Cocktail. 


1 yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, juice of 1/2 Lemon, Juice 


of 1% Orange. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 


234. Quaker's Cocktail. 
1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Rum, 1/6 Lemon Juice, 1/6 Raspberry Syrup. Shake well and 


strain into cocktail glass. 


235. Quarter -Deck Cocktail. 


] teaspoonful lime juice, 2/3 Rum, 1/3 Sherry. Shake well and strain into 


cocktail glass. 


236. Quartier Latin Cocktail. 


] teaspoonful of Cointreau, 1/3 American Picon, 2/3 Dubonnet. Shake well 
and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe by Wilson's Dingo Bar, Rue Delambre, 


Paris.) 
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VITALI 
VERMOUTH 


ITALIAN (Red & White) 


Tue Success OF A COCKTAIL 
DEPENDS MORE ON THE QUALITY 
OF THE INGREDIENTS THAN ON 
THE INTRICACY OF THE RECIPE 


USE BOLS 


---------------------------------------------- 
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237. Queen's Cocktail. 


] chunk of Pineapple, 1 slice of Orange. In the shaker add Ice, 1/3 Ballor 
Italian Vermouth, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. Shake well, and strain into 


cocktail glass. 


238. Quelle Vie Cocktail. 


1/3 Kummel, 2/3 Brandy. Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass. 


239. Reform Cocktail. 


] dash Orange Bitters, 1/3 French Vermouth, 2/3 Sherry. Shake well, and 
strain into cocktail glass with Cherry. 


240. Remsen Cooler. 


Peel a Lemon as you would an apple, then place the rind into a large tumbler. 


Add 2 lumps of Ice, a glass of Scotch Whisky. Fill balance with Soda Water. 


241. Rob Roy Cocktail. 


1-dash of Angostura Bitters, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 2/3 Scotch Whisky. 
Shake well and strain into cocktail glass with Cherry. 


242. Rock and Rye. 
] teaspoonful of Rock Candy Syrup or Gomme Syrup, Juice of 1/2 Lemon, 1 


glass of Canadian Club Whisky. Stir together and serve in same glass, and 


squeeze lemon peel on top. 


243 Rosary Cocktail. 


1/3 French Vermouth, 1/6 Cherry Brandy, 1/6 Kirsch, 1/6 Dubonnet, 1/6 
Pernod. (Recipe: Jed Kiley, Hollywood.) 
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244. Rose Cocktail. 


2/3 French Vermouth, 1/6 Kirschwasser, 1/6 Syrup Groseille. Shake well and 
strain into cocktail glass, with Cherry. (Original Recipe from Johnny of the 
Chatham Bar, Paris.) 


245. Royal Cocktail. 


1/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Cherry Brandy, 1 dash Drioli Maraschino. 
Shake well and strain into cocktail glass, with Cherry. (Recipe by Otis 
Mackinney from the Hotel Royal, Nice, 1908.) 


246. Royal Fizz. 
Yolk of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, Juice of 1/2 Orange, Juice 


of 1/2 Lemon, 1glass of Nicholson's Gin. Shake well and strain into medium- 


sized tumbler. ЕШ balance with syphon. 


247. Royal Smile. 
The juice of 1 Lime, 1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 2/3 Apple Jack or Calvados, 


1/3 Gin. Shake well and strain into small wineglass. 


248. Ruby Fizz. 
1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 Fresh Egg, 1 glass of Sloe Gin. Shake well and strain 


into medium-sized tumbler and fill balance with Ginger Ale. (Recipe by Wm. 


Yarrow, of McDonagh Bros., Market Street, San Francisco, Ca.) 


249. Rum Crustas. 


As Brandy Crustas. 
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250. Rum Daisy. 
As Brandy Daisy. 


251. Rum Flip. 
As Brandy Flip. 


252. Rum Julep. 


Same way prepared as Mint Julep. 


253. Rum. Smash. 
As Brandy Smash. 


254. Rum Sour. 
As Brandy Sour. 
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IN ALL 
RUM СОСКТАП,5 


USE 


KINLOCH’S 
LIQUID. SUNSHINE 


— THE FINEST RUM — 
THE WORLD PRODUCES 


255. Russ House Cocktail. 


2 dashes Orange Bitters, 2 dashes Rock Syrup, 3 dashes Blackberry, 1 glass 
of Whisky (Canadian Club). (Recipe by Еа. V. Orsinger, Hotel Columbus, 
Harrisburg, Pa.) 


256. Saratoga Cocktail. 


] teaspoonful of Pineapple Syrup, 2 clashes Orange Bitters, 2 dashes Drioli 
Maraichino, 1 glass of Brandy. Shake well and strain into wineglass with 2 


Strawberries, and fill balance with Champagne. 
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257. Scoff-law Cocktail. 

One clash of Orange Bitters, 1/3 Canadian Club, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/6 
Lemon Juice, 1/6 Grenadine. (Chicago Tribune — January 27th, 1924: Hardly 
has Boston added to the Gaiety of Nations by adding to Webster's Dictionary 
the opprobrious term of "scoff-la w" to indicate the chap who indicts the 


, 


bootlegger, when Paris comes back with a "wet answer "- Jock, the genial 


Bartender of Harry's New York Bar, yesterday invented the Scoff-law 
Cocktail, and it has already become exceedingly popular among American 


prohibition dodgers.) 


258. Scotch Highball. 


In a large tumbler put 1 lump of Ice, squeeze a piece of Lemon peel, hand 


Whisky to customer to serve himself, and fill with Soda. 


259. "75" Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful Grenadine, 2 dashes of Absinthe or Anis del Oso, 2/3 Calvados, 


1/3 Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. (This cocktail was very 


popular in France during the war, and named after the French light field gun.) 


260. "S. а." Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful Grenadine, 1/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 Lemon Juice, 1/3 


Orange Juice. Shake well and strain. (This cocktail is very popular in the 


Officers' Mess of the Scots Guards.) 


261. Shandy Gaff. 
Equal parts Ginger Ale and Bass or Pale Ale. 
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262. Sherry Cobbler. 


1/2 Ice in tumbler, add 1/2 glass of Brandy, 1/2 glass of Curacao, 1/2 glass of 
Drioli Maraschino, 1 glass of Sherry. Add syphon. Stir well, decorate with 


fruits in season. Float a little Port Wine on top. 


263. Sherry Cocktail. 


1 dash Peach Bitters, 1 dash Orange Bitters, 1 dash French Vermouth, 1 glass 
Pale Dry Sherry. Shake well and strain. 


264. Sherry Flip. 
1 yolk of Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 1 glass of Donzardo Sherry. Shake well 


together and strain into small wineglass, and grate nutmeg on top. 


264a. Sherryzilla. 


Ready mixed Wine Cocktail (see below) 


265. Short Life Cocktail. 
1/3 Vodka, 1/3 Calvados, 1/3 Pernod. 


266. Side-Car Cocktail. 


1/3 Cointreau (Triple sec), 1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Lemon Juice. (Recipe by 
MacGarry, the popular Bartender at Buck's Club, London.) 


267. Silver Cocktail, No. 1. 


1 white of Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful Orgeat Syrup, 2 dashes of Drioli 
Maraschino, 1 dash of Orange Bitters, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Nicholson's 
Gin. (Recipe from Pat O’Brien, Knickerbocker Hotel, New York.) 
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268. Silver Cocktail, Мо. 2. 

2 dashes Gomme Syrup, 2 dashes Orange Bitters, 3 2 dashes of Drioli 
Maraschino, 1/2 French Vermouth, 1/2 Nicholson's Gin. Stir well with bar 
spoon, strain into cocktail glass, squeeze lemon peel on top. (Recipe by Harry 


Johnson, New Orleans.) 


269. Silver Streak Cocktail. 


1/3 Bols Kummel, 1/2 Nicholson's Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail 


glass. 


270. Sir Charles Punch. 

In a large tumbler half filled with fine ise, a teaspoonful of Castor Sugar, 1 
wineglass of Port Wine, Y glass of brandy, 1% glass of Curacao Fockink. Stir 
well with a spoon, ornament the top with Grapes, slices of Orange, Pineapple, 
etc., and serve with a straw. (Invented in honor of the USA Advertising 


Convention, July, 1924, London and Paris.) 


271. Sir Walter Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1 teaspoonful of Curacao, 1 teaspoonful of 
Lemon Juice, 1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Rum. Shake well and strain. (Commonly known 


as the "Swalter " Cocktail.) 


272. Six Cylinder Cocktail. 


1 Cherry Brandy, 1/6 Gin, 1/6 Campari, 1/6 Dubonnet, 1/6 French Vermouth, 
1/6 Italian Vermouth. 
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273. Skoal Cocktail. 


1/3 Swedish Punch, 1/3 Anisette, 1/3 Lemon juice. (Recipe: Jack Vanderland, 
Bartender, Ye Olde College Arms, Le Touquet.) 


274. Sloeberry Cocktail 
1 dash Angostura Bitters, 1 dash Orange Bitters, 1 glass Sloe Gin. Shake well 


and strain. 


275. Snowball Cocktail. 
1/6 Creme de Violette, 1/6White Creme de Menthe, 1/6 Anisette, 1/6 Fresh 


Cream, 1/6 Gin. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 


276. Soda Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Sugar in a large tumbler, 4 dashes of Angostura. Mix it well, 
add 1 lump Ice, 1 piece of Lemon peel squeezed in glass, and pour in a bottle 


of Schweppe 's Lemonade, and stir. 


277. Some Moth Cocktail. 
2/3 Nicholson's Gin, 1/3 Noilly Prat French Vermouth, 1 dash of Absinthe. 


Shake well, and strain into cocktail glass. Add two pickled silver onions. 


278. So So Cockiail. 


1/6 Grenadine, 1/6 Calvados, 1/3 Cinzano Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. (Invented by 
Mr. P. Sosa, the popular manager of Ciro's Club, London.) 


279. Soul Kiss. 


1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 Dubonnet, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Canadian Club 
Whisky, | slice of Orange. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 
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280. Southern Beauty. 


1 teaspoonful of Syrup Citron, juice of half a Lime, 1 glass of Ponche-Soto, 1 
glass of Brandy. Shake well, and strain into medium-sized wineglass, and fill 


balance with Soda. (A very popular drink at San Sebastian.) 


281. South Side. 


Juice of 1 Lemon, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, 2 or 3 sprigs of Fresh Mint, 1 glass 
of Nicholson’s Gin. Shake well, and strain into medium-sized tumbler, and 


add Syphon. 


282. Soyer au Champagne. 


In a large tumbler put 1 measure of Vanilla Ice Cream, 2 dashes of Drioli 
Maraschino, 2 dashes of Curacao, 2 dashes Brandy. ЕШ balance with 
Champagne, stir well, and add a slice of Pineapple, a slice of Orange, and a 
slice of Lemon, 2 Cherries, 2 Strawberries. (A very popular drink on the 


Continent.) 


283. Stanley Cocktail. 
1/6 Grenadine, 1/6 Lemon Juice, 1/3 Rum, 2/3 Gin. 


284. Star Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful Grape Fruit Juice, 1 dash Vitali Vermouth, 1 dash French 
Vermouth 1/3 Apple Jack or Calvados, 1/3 Gin. Shake well. (A very popula r 
cocktail at the Plaza, New York.) 


285. Stinger. 


1/2 White Creme de Menthe, 1 Brandy. Shake well and strain into cocktail 


glass. 
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286. St. Marc Cocktail. 
1/6 Groiselle, 1/3 Gin, 1/6 Cherry Brandy, 1/3 French Vermouth. Shake well 


and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe by Eric Forrester, Bartender, Cercle de 


Nautique, Cannes.) 


287. Stone Fence. 


Put 1 glass of Whisky in large tumbler, add 1 or 2 lumps of Ice, and fill balance 
with Cider. 


288. Sunshine Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Sugar, or Gomme Syrup, Juice of 1/4 Lemon, add 1/3 
Etournard's Brandy, 2/3 Kinloch's "Liquid Sunshine" Rum. Shake well and 


strain. 


289. Swissess. 


1 white of a Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Anisette Syrup, 1 glass of Absinthe. 
Shake well together, and strain into small wineglass, and add a dash of syphon 
on top. (This is a very good bracer for that feeling of the morning after the 


night before.) 


290. Summer Delight. 
In a shaker 1/2 full of Cracked Ice, 1/2 gill of Cinzano Vermouth, 1 liqueur 


glass Pineapple Syrup. Shake well, strain into a medium-sized glass, fill up 


with Soda Water, place in the glass a piece of Pineapple and serve with straws. 


291. Tanglefoot Cocktail. 
1/3 Cederlund's Swedish Punch, 1/3 Bacardi Rum, 1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 


Lemon Juice. 
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292. Tango Cocktail. 
1/6 Curacao, 1/6 Orange Juice. 1/3 Vitali Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. Shake well and 


strain into cocktail glass, and squeeze orange peel on top. 


293. Tantalus Cocktail. 
1/3 Forbidden Fruit Liqueur, 1/3 Brandy, 1/3 Lemon Juice. 


294. Texas Fizz. 


1 teaspoonful of Sugar, Juice of 1/2 Orange, Juice of 1/2 Lemon, 1 glass of 


Gin. Shake well and strain into medium-sized tumbler and add syphon. 


295. Third Degree Cocktail. 


2/3 Gin, 1/3 French Vermouth, 4dashes of Absinthe. Shake well and strain 
into old -fashioned whisky glass. 


296. Three Mile Limit Cocktail. 

1 teaspoonful of Grenadine, 1 dash of Lemon Juice, 2/3 Brandy, 1/3 Bacardi 
Rum. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. (This cocktail was invented at 
Harry's New York Bar, Paris, by "Chips " Brighton, the popular Bartender. 
One of the effects of the Volstead Act, people get busy when outside of the 


three miles. P.S.-Twelve miles at present.) 


297. Thunder Cocktail. 
1 teaspoonful Gomme Syrup, 1 yolk of Egg, 1 glass of Brandy, 1 sprinkle of 


Cayenne Pepper. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 
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298. Tipperary Cocktail. 


1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 Grenadine, 1/3 Noilly Pratt French Vermouth, 1/3 
Nicholson's Gin, 2 sprigs of Fresh Mint. Shake well and strain. 


299. Tom and Jerry (Hot) 
Use Eggs according to quantity. Take bowls and break up your Eggs very 


carefully without mixing the yolks with the whites, but have the whites in a 
separate bowl. Take an Egg-beater and beat the whites of the Eggs in such a 
manner that they become a stiff froth, then beat up the yolks until they are as 
thin as water. Now mix all together, adding one teaspoonful of sugar for each 
Egg, until the mixture gets the consistency of a light batter. It is necessary to 
stir up the mixture every little while to prevent the Eggs separating. Use 
tumbler and take two tablespoonful of the above mixture, 1 glass of Brandy, 
1 glass of Jamaica Rum. Fill tumbler with hot water, or milk for preference, 
and stir up well with a spoon, then pour the mixture from one glass to another 
until all the ingredients are thoroughly mixed together. Grate a little nutmeg 
on top and serve. (A very popular beverage for Christmas or Birthday 


Parties). 


300. Tom and Jerry (Cold). 


This drink is prepared on the same principle as the Hot Tom and Jerry with 
the exception of using cold water or cold milk. (Very refreshing and cooling 


for summer.) 
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301. Tom Collins. 


In a large tumbler, put 2 r 3 lumps of Ice, 1 teaspoonful of Sugar, the Juice of 
1 Lemon, 1 glass of Old Tom Gin. ЕШ balance with syphon, stir well, and 


serve. 


302. Trilby Cocktail. 


2 clashes of Absinthe, 2 dashes of Orange Bitters, 1/3 Parfait d'Amour 
Liqueur, 1/3 Scotch Whisky, 1/3 Italian Vermouth. Shake well and strain into 
cocktail glass, with Cherry. 


303. Trinity Cocktail. 
1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Ballor Italian Vermouth, 1/3 Gin. 


304. Tropical Cocktail. 
1 dash of Angostura, 1 dash of Orange Bitters, 1/3 Creme de Cacao, 1/3 Drioli 


Maraschino, 1/3 French Vermouth. Stir well and strain into cocktail glass, 


with Cherry. 
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SHERRYZILLA 
COCKTAIL 


(READY-MIXED) 


STIMULATES AS IT INTRIGUES 


A natural Aperitif with a “clean” dry 
finish. Mixed from Choice Old Wines 
by 
SOUTHARD’S, LONDON 


2 ST. DUNSTAN’S HILL 
VINTNERS SINCE 1814 


305. Tunnel Cocktail. 
1/3 Gin, 1/3 Campari, 1/3 Italian Vermouth, 1/6 French Vermouth. Shake 


well, strain into cocktail glass and squeeze orange peel on top. (This cock tail 


was awarded Prix d 'Honneur at the International Bartenders' Contest, Paris, 


r929. Recipe by Bob Card, Harry's New York Bar, Paris.) 


306. Turf Cocktail. 


2 clashes of Orange Bitters, 2 dashes of Drioli Maraschino, 2 dashes of 


Absinthe, 1/2 French Vermouth, 1/2 Plymouth Gin. Stir well and strain into 


cocktail glass, with an olive. 
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307. Tuxedo Cocktail. 
1 dash Drioli Maraschino, 1 dash Absinthe, 2 dashes Orange Bitters, 1/2 Sir 


Burnett's Tom Gin, 1/2 French Vermouth. Stir up well with a spoon, strain 


into cocktail glass, putting in a Cherry. Squeeze Lemon Peel on top. 


308. Twelve Mile Limit. 


2/3 Brandy, 1/3 Bacardi Rum, add one teaspoonful of Lemon Juice. 


309. Various Continental Beverages. 


Served all in a large tumbler: 


(1) Anis del Oso and Grenadine. 


1 glass Anis del Oso, 1/2 glass Grenadine, balance Soda Water. 


(2) Byrrh -Cassis. 
1 glass Byrrh, 1/2 glass Cassis, Soda Water. 


(3) Chambery Fraisette. 
1 glass Vermouth de Chambery, 1/2 glass Fraisette, Soda Water. 


(4) Champagne de Pauvre. 
1 glass of Brandy, 1 glass of Syrup Citron, balance Soda Water. 


(5) Cinzano and Curacao. 


1 glass Cinzano Vermouth, 1 glass Curacao, balance Soda Water. 


(6) Dubonnet Citron. 


1 glass Dubonnet, 1 glass Syrup Citron, balance Soda Water. 
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(7) Kirsch and Cassis. 


1 glass Cassis, 1/2 glass Kirsch, balance Soda Water. 


(8) Kirsch and Grenadine. 


1 glass Kirsch (wineglass), 1/2 glass Grenadine, balance with Soda. - 


(9) Picon-Cointreau. 


1 glass Picon, 1/2 glass Cointreau, balance Soda Water. 


(10) Picon Grenadine. 


1 glass Amer. Picon, 1/2 glass Grenadine, balance with syphon. 


(11) Vermouth Cassis. 


1 glass МоШу Prat Vermouth, 1/2 glass Cassis, Soda Water. 


(12) Vermouth Curacao. 


1 glass French Vermouth, 1/2 glass Curacao, Soda Water. 


(13) Long Drink. 
Use a tumbler: 1 glass Ballor Italian Vermouth, 1 liqueur glass Gin. Fill up 


with Soda and serve with small lump of Ice and orange peel on top. 


310. Vermouth Cocktail. 


2 dashes of Angostura, 2 dashes of Orange Bitters, 2 dashes of Gomme Syrup, 
1/2 glass French Vermouth, 1/2 glass Italian Vermouth. Shake well and strain 


into cocktail glass, and squeeze lemon peel on top. 
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311. Vie еп Rose Cocktail. 
1/6 Lemon Juice, 1/6 Grenadine, 1/3 Gin, 1/3 Kirschwasser. Shake well and 


strain. 


312. Virgin Cocktail. 
1/3 Forbidden Fruit Liqueur, 1/3 White Creme de Menthe, 1/3 Gin. Shake 


well and strain into cocktail glass. 


313. Volstead Cocktail. 


1/3 Canadian Club Whisky, 1/3 Cederlund's Swedish Punch, 1/6 Orange 
Juice, 1/6 Syrup Framboise, 1 dash of Anisette Marie Brisard. (This cocktail 
was invented at the Harry's New York Bar, Paris, in honor of M. Andrew J. 
Volstead, who brought out the Dry Act in U.S.A. and was the means of sending 


to Europe such large numbers of Americans to quench their thirst.) 


314. Waldorf Cocktail. 


1 chunk of Pineapple, 1 teaspoonful Orange Juice, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 


Italian Vermouth. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 


315. Warday's Cocktail. 


] teaspoonful of Yellow Chartreuse/ 1/3 Italian Vermouth, 1/3 Gin, 1/3 


Calvados or Apple Jack. Shake well and strain. 


316. Warden Cocktail. 


] teaspoonful French Vermouth, 1 glass of Nicholson's Gin. Shake well and 


strain into cocktail glass. 
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317. Washington Cocktail. 


2 dashes of Angostura, 2 dashes Gomme Syrup, 2/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 
Brandy. 


318. Wax Cocktail. 


1 white of Fresh Egg, 1 teaspoonful of Gomme Syrup, 1/3 Absinthe, 1/3 Gin. 
Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe from Sherry's, New York.) 


319. Wedding Ball Cocktail. 
1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 Cherry Brandy, 1/3 Gin, 1/3 Dubonnet. Shake well and 


strain into cocktail glass. 


320. Welcome Stranger Cocktail. 


1/6 Grenadine, 1/6 Lemon Juice, 1/6 Orange Juice, 1/6 Gin, 1/6 Cederlund 's 
Swedish Punch, 1/6 Brandy. Shake well and strain into cocktail glass. 
(Invented by author.) 


321. Wembley Cocktail. 
1/3 Scotch Whisky, 1/3 French Vermouth, 1/3 Pineapple Juice. Shake well 


and strain into cocktail glass. (Recipe by Charlie Forrester, Grafton Club, 
London.) 


322. West Indian Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Сапе Sugar in medium-sized tumbler, 4 dashes Angostura, 1 
teaspoonful of fresh Lime or Lemon Juice, 1 glass of Gin, 1 lump of Ice . Stir 


and serve in same glass. 
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323. Whisky Cocktail. 


1 teaspoonful of Gomme Syrup, 3 d ashes of Angostura, 1glass of Scotch or 


Canadian Club Whisky. 


324. Whisky Grustas. 


Same as Brandy Crustas. 


325. Whisky Daisy. 


Same as Brandy Daisy. 


326. Whisky Flip. 
Same as Brandy Flip. 


327. Whisky Julep. 


Same as Mint Julep. 


328. Whisky Sour. 


Prepared the same way as Brandy Sour. 


329. Whisky Smash. 


Same as Brandy Smash. 


330. White Lady Cocktail. 
1/6 Brandy, 1/6 Creme de Menthe, 2/3 Cointreau. Shake well and strain. 


331. White Rose Cocktail. 


White of Egg, one glass of Gin, one glass of Kirsch, and add a teaspoonful of 
Gomme Syrup. (Recipe by Johnni's Bar, Rue Port-Mahon, Paris.) 
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332. Whoopee Cocktail. 


In a wineglass one small glass Curacao, one small glass Cognac; fill balance 


with Champagne, squeeze lemon peel on top. 


333. Woon Fizz. 


One glass of Nicholson's Gin, Juice of one Lemon, 1 teaspoonful of Castor 
Sugar, two dashes of Anis del Oso. Shake well, strain into medium sized 
wineglass and fill up with syphon. (A favorite beverage of the late S rah 
Bernhardt.) 


334. Xanthia Cocktail. 
1/3 Cherry Brandy, 1/3 Yellow Chartreuse, 1/3 Gin. Shake well and strain into 


cocktail glass. 


335. Xeres Cockiail. 


1 clash of Orange Bitters, 1 dash of Peach Bitters, 1 dash of Gomme Syrup, 1 
glass of Dry Sherry. 


336. Yale Cocktail. 


3 dashes Orange Bitters, 1 dash Angostura Bitter; 1 glass of Gin. Shake well, 
strain into medium-sized wineglass, add a squirt of syphon, lemon peel 


squeezed on top. 


337. Yokohama Cocktail. 
1 dash of Absinthe, 1/6 Grenadine, 1/6 Vodka, 1/3 Orange Juice, 1 Gin. Shake 


well, and strain into cocktail glass. 


265 


338. 7а 2а Cocktail. 
2 dashes of Pepson Bitters, 1/3 Nicholson's Gin, 2/3 Italian Vermouth. Shake 


well, strain in to cocktail glass, with a Cherry. (Recipe by F. Newman, Paris.) 


339. Zazarac Cocktail. 

1/6 Bacardi Rum, 1/6 Anisette (Marie Brisard); 1/6 Syrup of Gomme. 1/3 
Canadian Club Whisky, 1 dash of Angostura, 1 dash of Orange, 3 dashes of 
Absinthe. Shake well, and strain into small-sized tumbler and squeeze lemon 


peel on top. 
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Selected Toasts 
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Then to this Flowing Bowl did I adjourn, 
My lips the secret well of life to learn; 
And lip to lip it murmur'd", While you live, 
Drink! for once dead , you never shall return . 
"Omar Khayyam . 


Our Country. 
May she always be in the right, 
but our country, right or wrong. 


Happy days. 
Set them up again. 
Here's looking at you. 
Drink hearty. 
Here's to your health. 
Let's have a nip. 
Let her roll. 
Let’s have a smile. 
May your shadow never grow less. 


As we 're merry may we still be wise . 


Never mind the knockers; 


Never mind the knockers; 
Go ahead and make your play; 
They're in every worker's way. 

Never mind the knockers. 
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Еуегуопе who seeks to shine, 
If successful, they malign; 
"Гі of fame a certain sign. 
Never mind the knockers. 

They strike only those who climb; 
Never mind the knockers. 
"Г1$ success they deem a crime, 
Never mind the knockers. 

If they hammer at your name 
Then be sure you're in the game. 
'Tis a species of acclaim. 
Never mind the knockers. 


May we never want a friend or a bottle to share it with him. 


Here's to those I love, 
Here's to those who love me, 
Here's to those who love those I love, 
And here's to those who love those who love me. 


Here's a toast to all who are here, 
No matter where you are from, 
May the best day you have ever seen 
Be worse than your worst to come. 


Happy are we met, 
Happy have we been, 
Happy may we part, and 
Happy meet again. 


To-morrow can wait! 
Let us have wine and women, mirth and laughter, 
Sermons and soda water the day after. 


Drink While You Can. 
Drink today and drown all sorrow, 
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You shall perhaps not do it to-morrow. 
Best while you have it use your breath, 
There is no drinking after death. 
Laugh at all things, 

Great and small things, 

Sick or well, on sea or shore, 
While we are quaffing 
Let's have some laughing. 

Who the d evil cares for more? 


While we live let's live in clover, 
For when we're dead we're dead forever. 


Be glad and your friends are m any, 
Be sad and you lose them all; 
They do not decline your nectared wine, 
But alone you must drink life's gall. 


To my enemies here's my toast 
I hope each shall be a ghost, 
And that the devil 
Will ne'er be a day well 
Till all have been given a roast. 


Sing, and the hills will answer 
Sigh, it is lost on the air; 
The echoes bound to a joyous sound, 
And good wine banishes care. 


Woman. 
She needs no eulogy. 
She speaks for herself 


Here's to a long life, 


Here's to a long life, and 
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may you live a thousand years, and 

I a thousand years ... less one day, 
For I would not care to live 
after you had passed away. 


Here 's to you, my dear, 
and to the dear who 's not here, 
my dear; but if the dear who's not here, 
my dear, were here, 
my dear, Га not be drinking to you, 
dear ... that's clear. 


May the hinges of friendship never rust 
or the wings of love lose a feather. 


T’is a good world to live in, 
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Pictorial: Be Honest Now! 


Have you read a good math 
or science booR recently? 
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Magazines by Obelisk Press 


Le Minotaur 
Pen & Pencil Magazine 
Poetic Voice Magazine 
Art & Eros Magazine 
Dada Magazine 
L’Espionage 
Genius Magazine 


Neos et Le Surealisme 


Affiliated Publishing Houses 
Obelisk Press 
Atelier Press 


Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 350 titles to choose from 
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Le Minotaur Press 
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